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The table reared up like a wild thing, and Jack QGrey’s bhooks and papers
were swept into his lap like an avalanche. Incidentally, the inkpot toppled
over and poured its contents over the entire collection. |
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CHAPTER 1.

A BLOW FOR JACK GREY.

6 NYTHING the matter, dad?"

= Jack Grey, of the Remove at St.
Frank's, asked that question as he
entered the library at Grey Towers

—his father’s country home in Berkshire.

Jack would snon be off for the new terin at

St. Frank's, for thiz wuas the end oi the

holidays. .

Indeed, the junior was due to sturt off for
the old school within a couple of hours. He
was unot feeling particularly bright; for,
somehow, he could see that his father was
not Lis usual cheery self.

Jack had enjoyed the Christmas lolidays
very much, and at first he had looked for-
ward to going back to school, where he
would meet old friends like Re"maid Pitt,
and De Valerie, and ail
fellowa.

But during the Jaat day or so, although
Sir Crawford Grey had made a pretence of

. being jocular,

the rest of the .
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he had not been very suc.

cessful. And Jack kpew well enough that
his Tather was secretly worried.

“Eh? Oh!” =aid Sir Crawford. as he
started forward in his-chair. * Coming tu

have a word with me, ¢h? You will aoon
be off now, my boy. You've only another
hour or so at home.”

“Yes, I know that, dad,” said the junior,
as he walked over to lns father’'s chair.
“DBut what's wrong? You've been looking
' 20 thoughtlul and worried lately.’

“ Have I%"

““Yes, rathes.”

“Well, for one thing, I doa't like to lose
you, Jack,” said Sir Crawford, patting his

&00 on tl‘e arm.
together here,
.this old pluce.”

Jack looked at his father curiously.

“That’s mot the reason, dad,” he said
firmnly. “ You ¢an't spoof me like Shat, you
inow. I'm jolly certain there's sowmething

“*'We’ Ve been very lnppy

and life is rather lonel in
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else. Iil's rotten to see you with that frown
on your brow, and—-""

“'Well, my lad, the fact is, I—"" Sir
Crawford paused and rose to his feet. * Sit
down, Jack. I waunt to have a few words
with you-——s-arious words. Upon the whole,
it is better that you should know—although
I had half decided to let you go back to St.
Framk’s without mentioning the matter.”

Jack Grey sat down, looking puzzled.

'“*Js5 it something I've done, dad?”’ he
asked wonderingly.

Sir Crawford smiled rather sadly.

'** There are not many faults that I ¢
find with you, Jatk " lie said in a quwt
voice. ““ln a way, I greatly regret that 1
should have to speak to you on this subject
at all, because I fear it will be a big blow.

‘But }ou are etrong, and I think you will }

be able to stand it.”
" But—but I don’t understand——""

“0f course you dpu't,’” said Sir Crawiord.
“ You have asked me “11} I have been l00k-
ing so worried, Well,
very bigz reason. J-:u:,k you must prepare
}'ﬂurself for some very bad news.”

The junior copened his eyes wide.

““PBad news?” he repeated.
know what you mean, dad! I had an idea
that tinn% were a. bit wrong, but I can't
s¢e-

“CWait—wait ! 1uterrupted Sir Crawford,
standing on the hearthrug, with lis back t0
the cheerful fire. * Until fairly recently, 1
wus what most people would ccm:.lde: a rich
man. But I am uo longer. rich.’

“ Why, I—I thought you dhad tons of
. Inoney, dad!” exclaimed Jack in astonish-
ment. ‘I mean, we've got this great place,
with lots of servants, and motor cars, and—
and all sorts of things!”

** It is never wise to judge by appearances,
Jack,” said Sir Crawford quietly. *“ If I went
into full details you would not understand.
But it would be cruel fo let you go back to

St. Frank’s in ignorance of the plain truth.,

1 am @0 longer rich, Jack—I am well nigh
penniless.”’

Jack jumped up aghast. -

“ But—Dbut it can’t be true, dad!”
huskily.

“It is true—I 1.*ut)uld not joke on such a
subject.”

For a few moments there was silence, and
then Jack slipped a hand throu"h his
father’s ann.

‘“Well, after all, money 1s:n’t evervthmg,
dad!”” he said eoftl.} ** 1 expect we can be
just as happy——

“My boy—my boy ‘1" hroke in Sir Craw-
ford.: * Youn don’t seem to understand—you

e said

dont seem to uppreciate the significance of

what I am telling you. DBefore you come
back from . SE. quke at the '‘end of the
winter term, Grey Tower; will mo lenger be
our home.” .

id 01]'1! ll

“It will be sold, and I shall be else-
where!” said Sir Crawford, biting his lip.
o A big placg oI this nature runs away with

there is a reason—a |

“I—I dou’i |

a great deal of money. It is ilwpossibie to
keep it going. Big changes must take place,
Jack.”

“ But why, dad?"’" asked the junior quickly.
“ How has it happened‘? I can’t understand.

the reason——
‘“ A very few words will be sufficient,” in-
terrupted the father. * During the last

few months, my boy, I have been speculat-
ing. I am not usually rash in such matters,
but certain circumstances—which I cannot
go into aow—almost compelled me to act as
1 did. DBut the stark fact remains that my
ﬁnanmal position is DOW a Very precarious
one.’

“How—how aw fully rotten!”
Jack, sinking into his chair again.
dreamed of t'his, dad! 1 hadu't the faintest
idea! And I shall be going on just the same
as ever at St. Frank's “while you're shoulder-
ing all the worry and the trouble. It doesn’t
scem right, dad.” e

His father paced up and down
moments.

““ There is something else,”” lie said quietly.
‘““ And this, Jack, is something that concerus
you far more than it conceras me. I find
it very difficult to say what I have to say,
but you must prepare to bid all your fricads
good-bye at the end of this present term.”’

Jack started up ageain, a ecateh in his
‘throat.

*“ Say—say good-bye fo my friends?” The

asked huskily. * Oh, dad! But you dou’t
mean——"

mutiered
**1 never

for a few

| 1 mean that this term will be your last

at St. Frank’s,” interrupted Sir Crawford.
“1 have tried in every way possible to dis-
cover a way whereby you could remain _at
the school. But the expenses are eniormous
—the fees at St. Frank's are very high, Jack.
This must be your last term.

The junior had gone pale, and he stcod
there, almost dazed clenching lis fists, and
staring straight befure him. It seemed as
though the Tleaxens had falien.

“ My last term " he muttered dully.
dad, you don’t mican it! -You can't mean
it! I—I've to get up into the Fifth—and
then the Sixth! And Oxiord afterwards!
We¢ were talking all about it in .the
summer-time; don't you remember? You
told me I should be at St. Yrawk's for
two or three years yet.”

** Since then, as I haxe already told you,
the whole position is Lhauged” said * Sir
Crawford quietly. *‘ During the last three
or four days I have wondered if I should
tell you or not. But it is better that the
hlow should come now—far better. It \muld
be an even greater shock later on.’

Jack tried to comtrol himeelf,

** But—but if things are so bad how can
I stay at St.. Franhs even for this term?”’
he asked. * grhaps 1 had better stay away
altogether, dad. Don’t yvou think-that would
be as well?”

Sir Crawford shook his head.

“You may as well have the benefit of thm

T 01],

v one term.”’ he said, ¢ Such matters ]mve
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nobt troubled you, 1 suppose; but the fees:

at St. Frank'’s are payable in advance, and
«0 ‘thele is nothing to prevent you going
back to school for the spring term. But
afber that—— Well, Jack, I don’t exactly
know what will happen after that. But

there is plenty of time for plans to be

an i de.’

The junior had very little to eay.
- thunderstruck. Thoe news had come to him
like a blow hetween the eyes. It had been
so unexpected, =0 amamnn]v dramatic.

He had taken it for ganted that his
father was rich, and the very idea of
leaving St. Framk’s, because Sir Crawford
couldn’t aflord the fces, had never entered
his head. And if sueh an idea had come,
lie would bhave laughed at it with scorn.

But there was no mistaking Sir Crawford’s
tone, and his sad. grave expression.

The thing was true——drvadmlh true.

He was going back to St. Frank’s for the
fast time! He was destined to remain in
the Remove; he would not even see the
Senior Ec‘lm{:l' And ke had had such ‘hopes
6f doing hiz things in the Fifth and Sixth,
and "“he had dreamed of appearing in the
Senior Eiever. DBut all that was over now
—I1t was never to be. And Jack Grey, as
he tried to acjust hia thoughts,
deep  within him which nlmmb made him
¢hoke.

Thie dhappmutment was terrmle

Sir Crawford took his son by the shoulders
and held him tightly.

“In a time like this, Jack, you must be
brave,”” lie said softly, ** It is a test for
. you—a cruel, severe test. Heaven knows,
1 have tried to spare you, but it would have
been madness to keep you in the dark. Amd
I want you to promise me that you will not
teil the other boys.”

“0h, but they’ il have to know, ggoner or
Ltter, dad!"

“Ultimately—yes,” agreed Sir Crawford.
** But I cannot bear to think of your school
companions making fun of our misfortunes.
Your friends, I know, will sympathise, but
there are others to counsider.”

“Chaps like Tullwood, you mean!” said
Jack. * Oh, they'd crow all right!” -

“* For that 1eason I wizh to give them no
opportunity,” said Sir Crawiord. *“ And you
cannot tell onme without telling the other.
So, Jack, you must give mie your word that
you will keep quiet—-"

*Oh!" gasped Jack suddenly,

A gleamipg flash of hope had come into
tis eyes. His face was flushed, and he stood
‘there quivering with sudden excitemeut. His
fathev looked at him very seriously, and not
without concern. .

‘“My boy—my boy .

- It's—it’s all righ-t., dad!” shouted Jack
with a whoop. " I've just thought of some-
thing! I've got a grdnd toppmn‘ idea!”’

- " Good gracious me'!

- "Yez and if I'm lucky I Shcl“ be able to
stay at St. Frank's after all!” said Jack
engerly ‘“Oh, why didn't I think of it |

He was'

felt a lump

LEE LIBBARY [IESSRT- o -

It's the only way, dad—and I'il

before?
do it!”
Sir Crawford Grey looked af his son with
eyen greater mmlder than before.
What was this idea which lxad made Jack
o excited?

CHAPTELR IIL
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: all it needs, dad!”’
exclaimed Jack
tensely. ““ And 1'll
win if it's humanly posmblb'”

“I fail to understand——

- “ Listen!” interrapted the
junior. “I know it’s jolly selfish of me,
but I'm simply «ying to stay.at St. Frank’s,
dad! It's terrible that this misicrtuns
should have come upon us, but that’s no
reason why I should unly have one more
term at the old school--—"’

“Yes, but I have already told you how
IH’ID(L‘HL[]]L" it is for you to remain,” inter-
rupted Sir Crawford patienfly., * My dear
boy, the expenses will he greater than I
can undertake.”

“But-you won't have to undertake them
—that’s just the point!’ said Jack quickly.

‘““Tpon my soul!” What do you mean?”

“ Why, you can't pay the exes., and so I'll
go all out for the Lytton Trust Scholar-
ship!”" exclaimed Jack excitedly. * The
oxams are held every Janvary, «dad, and
the fellow who wins is entitled to stay at
St. Frank’s for twe years free. If I can
cply win that rscholar.ship | shall be as
happy as anything!’

Sir Crtmford k}okod rather serious.

“It is a plucky idea,” he said. *“ Bub
what is this scholarship P\aﬂtl}"‘? It hardly
seems to be the type of—" :

“ Oh, there's mothing dernezmmrf about it,
dad,”” interrupted J ack. “It’s especially
for juniors, and im other years some cf the
richest chaps have won it. There’s the
honour as well, you know—and that's the
main thing. There's no need for anybody
to know that we are stony.”

Sir Crawford smiled rather curiously. .

““I hardly think we are so badly off as
that,” he said. * Undoubtedly, a crash i3
coming—and we shall be obliged to sacrifice
Grey. Towers. . But I want to hear mors
about this SChOld!“ﬂllp -

** 1 don’t krpow the exact detalls. atner
but you can be absolutely catisfied thdt G-
body will ever krow that it’s a necessity in
my. case,’”’ e‘ctl“lmed Jack. *“ All the chaps
believe that vouw’re wvich, and they’ll mever
have any reason to think otherwise. They’ll
think I'm entering for this scholarship just
for the honour of it. I sha'n't breathe a
word, and if I win it’ll mean that I shall
remain at St. Frank’s for two , years mﬂ-re,
and it won’t cost you a penny.’”

: Jack's father patted the boy on the Bhoul-
der.

“T'm proud of 3ou mj' lad—more proud




ihan I have ever been before,” he said
quietly. ** I kpnew you would take this well,
but I did not dare to liope that you would
show such pluck and defermination. Splen-
did! If you win, it will be a triumph.””

“I'll do everything that’s humanly possi-
ble, dad,”” declared Jack.
feotball and everything else. I'll do nothing
but swot from morning till night! And I'll
win that scholarship! I've got to!”

. *““That’s~ the spirit, Jack—that's the

gpirit!”” said Sir Crawford proudly. “It
grieves me that you should be forced into it
in such a way as_this—but it is not within
.our. power to interfere with fate.” ;
L “If thines are a bit rocky, it’s up to me
.to do the best I can,” said Jack. *“I'll try
a8 I’ve mever tried before.”-

“ And you’ll succeed,” declared Sir Craw-
ford, “1 know you, Jack—and Fve -every
comfidence. And 4o not worry. When you
get to St. Framk’s, try to forget all about
Grey Towers and the trouble which is ecom-
ing. ~Confine "yourself 0 your own task—I
am capable of looking after myself. I shall

still Have a small income, but money will |

not be plentiful., Win this scholarship, and
your future will be assured.” —

It was not loeng before Jack Grey took his
departure.. He was fired by this sudden
decision. His father couldn’t afford to keep
him at St. Irank’s after this onmeé term, but
if he--could only win the Lytton Trust
Scholarship, he would be entitled to remain
for .another two Yyears. And if other boys
could win it, so could he! Whemn his whole
future depended upon it, it was quite cer-
tain-that Jack would fight as he had never
fought before, -

After all, he was only a boy, and he did
not fully appreciate the nature of Sir Craw-
~dord’s difficulties. The one fact which went

home was that his father had lost his
; money, and things were in a very serious
position. And there was this scholarship
- waiting to be woa.

The very fact of enteriag for it did mot
mean that a fellow was necessarily hard up.
For there was a great deal of honour in
winning such a prize. It was cone of the
most important scholarships of the school.

And it so happencd thut the examina-
. tions would be coming on quite early in this
next term. Jack Grey would he able to
enter his name, and then work away at full
pressure. -

With such- an incentive., he would stand
an excellent chance of winning, Quite apart
~from this; Jack was one of the brightest
scholars 'in the Remove, and there was mno
telling what he could do once he made up
his mind to it. Determination and persever-
ance .are great things.

By the time the junior arrived at St.
Frank’s, dusk was begimning to fall, for the
:short winter’'s day was coniing to an end.

There were many =igns of bustling aecti-
vity. - _ o

1t was the first .day .of the mew term, and

-fellows had been - arriving all day, hy dif-|

“I'll chuck up,

L up,

ferent trains. It was cold, clear, and f{reez-
ing. Bright lights gleamed out from tne
windows of the Aucient House amd the
Collece House. Amd in the Triangle there
were numbers of jumiors. = :

Jack had omly got half-way acress when
Peginald Pitt came dashing over towards
him. Pitt grasped his hand warmly..

‘““ Good!"” he exclaimed beartily. “T'vo

' been Jooking for you for hours, old seun! L

thought you’d turn up long hefore this.”

Jack grinned,

“ Rats!” he said. “ T told you I shoulda't .
be here umtil teatime, Is everything all
right in the study?”’ (5  ; :
- You het!” replied Reggie. *“ Fire going
—tea all ready, and tons of clicerfviness.
T.T.’s as dotty as ever, and—-" . *

“ Hallo!  Here’s another of ‘em!” ex-
claimed Edward Oswald Handforth, striding
and giving Jack Grey a slap cn the
hack which nearly sent him flying. * How
goes it, my lad? - Feeling fit for great things
this term? We've ot to beat all records at
football, you know.”
. Yes, rather!” agreed Jack ¢ We'll-—-¥

He paused abruptly, and bLit his lip.

" Weli 9’ :

‘“ Oh, nothing,’’ said Jack.

“What do you mean—nothing?”’ demanded
Handforth. “ We were talking about foot-
hall, and——-" _

“1 know we were,” interrupted Grey.
“But I don't think I shall he able to Join
the Eleven this terin. I'm going to work
hard. Sports are all very well, buot they
take up a lot of time, you kunow.” g

Handforth and Pitt stared.

““ What rot!” said Handy. ** You'ra dotiy!
I den’t want .you to get a swelled head, but
it's a well known fact that you're one of
the best forwards in the junior Eleven,
You’ve got to play.” -

‘““He’s only trying to be funny,” grinned
Pitt,

“0f course, I ought to be in the forward-
line, strietly speaking,” went on Handforth,
“ Everybody knows what 1 can do!”

“ Everybody does!’ agreed Pitt.

An argument would probably have {ol-
lowed, but a new arrival led the conversa-
tion into other channelzs. An elegaut junior
came lounging across the Triangle, and he
waved his hand genially as he approached.

“What-ho! What-ho! What-ho!” exclaimed
Archie Glenthorne. ** So here we are again,
what? I mean to say, ail the merry old
lads of the village hobunobbingz together, and
all that sort of thing. The gathering of
the clans, so.to speak, aud =0 forth. How
oces it, old dads?” ‘

“We've just been taiking about football,
Archije,” said Pitt, It wouldn’t be a bad
idea if you decided to =o in for it, you
know. How dces the -schieme strike you?”

Archie adiusted his monccle.

“ Weil, as a matter of faet, it strikes me
dashed severely,” he replied. “ 1 mean to
say the whole thing seems to be somewhat
ghastly. Yootball, as .it were, is .a price-




less sort of exarcize. Bub it's liabie to lLe
frightiuliy strenucus. I mean to say it
assalls a-chappie in “larre chunks. I rather
think that tbe goed old game is zomewhat
cut of my line!” i
- Y Well, we woil't discuzs foothall now."
said FPitt. ™ Itz teatime, and I'm hungry.
Come on, Jack., We'll get indoors. I dare
say you can do with a spack after your
jeurney.” -

Y Rather,” said Jack Grey. *“ Come on.”

He was not feeling quite so cheerful as
usual. The mention of fcoothall brought
home t0 him the stern nature of the task
fre had set himsai. If he was to enter for
the Lytton Trust Schelarship, there would
b/c N0 time for sport of any kind. It would
be hard werk during every spare mc:inent.

And the sudden realisation that he would
hava t3 drop fentball came to him as -a bit
¢f a shock. He was giad that Pitt had
changed the subjeet, and that they were
st goine in to tea. '

In the lobby they met Larry Scott, a
jutticr who had arrived only shortly before
the Christmas holidays. He had c¢ne extra-
ordinary trait in liis charaeter—it was an
utter impossibility for him to speak any-
thinz but the actual truth. : -

‘“ Hallo, Scott!” exclaimed Jack, trying to
make himself clieerful. ¢ 8till the same as
¢ver, I suppose? No fibs?”

“ Why should I tell fibs?" asked Larry

Scobtt cwilingiy., 1 can’t quivte understand
you fellows, you know. You &Il seem to
think ther¢’s something queer about Ime.

But I can't see it.”

* A fellow can never sce his own peculiar-
ities,”’ chuckled Pitt. “ How did you enjoy
yvour Christmas holidays, by the way.”

** Not very much.”

“ You stayed here at St T'rank’'s, didn’t
you?”

s ""'63'” .

“ That wag pretty rotten, T'l admit,"”
said Grey. *° Well, we won't keep you, old
man. Tea i3 waiting for us.”

They passed on, and entered Study E, in
tl:a Remove passage. The little apartmeént
was loocking very cheery and bright, A
warm fire glowed in the grate, the table
was laid for tea, and Timothy Tucker was

:bttllf_‘e::.dy making intcads into the good
bhings., s
Y Why, you glutton!” said Pitt indig-
nansly. * Why couldn’t you wait until we
al! started?”

T. 1. blioked.

*“ My dear sir, I exceedingly regret that
my maunner should appear to be unzeemly.”
he sald mildly. ** But I am hungry. Ad-
mitted —admitied! I found it quite im-
aazsible to waip—---"

“You ought to be
alantly.

* Really, my dear sir!'’ protested Tucker.
“ How dare you? Do you realise who you
are talking to? Please remember that I

am-—' : * =
* We Know who you are, and we can't

boiled!” said Pitt
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¢4 Jack, this must be your last tarm
at St. Frank’s,’”’ said Sir Crawford
Qiey quietly., The junior had- gono
pale, and he stood there, almost
dazed, clenching his fists, and staring
straight befcre him.

forget it!” interrupted Regrie.
we'll let it go at that. Take your coaf
off, Jack, and squat down. And after tea
;'o'u’ve got to tell me what the trouble
12."’ - :

““ Bub

“ The trouble?” said Jack quickly.

“ My dear ass, you.can't deny it!"” caid
Pitt. “ It’s written all over your fare.
Ever since you arrived, I’ve scen that there's
sometliing on your mind. And you've got to
tell your uncle all 2bout it.”

Jack Grey sat down at thie table, very
thoughtful and silent. Ife had told hirace!f
that he would never allow any of the obther
fellows to guess his secret. And yet, withia
the first ‘hali-hour of his arrival his own
study chums had geen that something was
amisa. :

It was rather awkward, and Jack hardiy
knew what to do. He ecouldn’t explain, for

. he had promised his father that he would
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tell nobody. Jack could sce that things
wounld be very awkward in the immediate
future. :

—ly

CHAPTER III.
WHERE THERE'S A WILL!

o FCINALD PITT eat
R back with a satislied

"sigh.
“Good!”? he ex-
claimed. = ' The sardines
were topping, the beef pat-

1 think "how
1 win,?”?

ties were first-class, and ihe:

gandwiches were ripping. As for the ecakes
und the cream puffs, I've never
better. Good for Mrs., Iake!™ |

“ She always excels hersell on the first
day of term,” =said Jack.

** And now wo’'ve finished tea, you've gotb
to get busy on the explaining,’’ went on
Pitt. ** No, don’t start tfalking; I'm just
going to put the thing into a few neat,
concise words.”

** Bub there’s nothing wroag——"'

“ Rats!” sald Reggie, “I left you a
blithe, ¢heery, amiable chap, with a per-
petual smile of geniality. And now what
do I find? Gaze at yourseif in the mirror.
Gaze, O youth, and see ihe difference!”

B T But_—_?!

““ Don’t 1 keep
demanded Pitt. ‘* I'm doing
ing here. What do I see? Instead of the
smile of geniality, there is a dark and
lowering frown. A vast worry is on your
mind, my lad. There's ancther point.
What was that rubbish you told Handforth
about not playing for the Eleven this
term?’ - :

““ It wasn't Tot.” :

“ Did you really mean it seriously?*’
..'Ii,Yes-!J v : . i . i

““ But, my dear ass, ycu're one of the
best forwards in the eleven,’”” protested
Pitt. ** We can't possibly lose you. What's
more, we're net going to. Lots of chaps
come bhack with dotty: ideas about working
hard—"’

“You don't understand,” said Jack.
‘“ Honestly, Reggle, I'm going 1o work.
I've decided to enter for the Lytton Trust
Seholarship.”’ ,

Pitt stared blankly. -

“ But—but you must be mad!”’ le ex-
- claimed amazedly. ‘. Why in the name of
wonder do you want to enter for a scholar-
ship like that? You're booked to remain
at St. T'rank’s, anvhow, and there’s no
need for.you to work. yourself to a skeleton
s0 that you  can stay here for two years
without. paying .any fees.”

*.There’s the honour——"’

‘“ You can geb plenty of honour without
being dotty!” interrupted Pitt. ‘* Look
here, Jack, your pater's a rich maa.
There’s absolntely no .need for you to go
in for ihis Eytton business. Wait until
later on; there'il be plenty of other scholar-
ships—if 'you're so keen upon honours.” .
"1 promised my father that I'd enter

tasted -

!

telling you to dry up?’’
all the talk-

1
{
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for it, and go all -.out to win,” said. Jack
quietly. “JIt's a big thing, Reggie, . and
glorious it will be if I can

“ TTow will it bo gloricus?”

. " Well, winning a scholarship is geunerally
considered to ho pretty decent.” :

‘“ You haven’t won it yet, aund it’ll nced
w tremendous lot of hard work,” said Pitt.
“ Of course, I'd back you any day. When
you really get to work, you can make things
hum. But is it worth it, old man?” -

“Yez, it is!”

Pitt could see that Jack was very de-
termined, but he .was greatly puzzled as
to wlhy the junior should have come to such
a decision. For he bhelieved that Sir Craw-
ford Grey was a very rich man., It secmed
ridiculous that Jaek should throw up foot-
ball and all other sports for such an un-
necessary prize. |

Pitt said very little more on the subject
then, He had an idea that Jack would
alter his mind after a day or two. When
football got goiug, it would be very strange
if Jack resisted the temptation.

But Grey was absolulely determined.

Scon after tea he made his way to Mr.
Crowell’s study. The Remove Form-master
was busy at his desk, and he greeted Jack
warmly. Mr. Crowell knew who his besb
schelars were. _

““ Well, Grey, I hope vou mean to work
hard this term,” he said cheerily. * I've
got very little to grumble about, but it’'s
my opinion that we can always go one
better. We must always aim -for the
bigger things, my boy.” :

** ¥Yes, =ir,”” sald Jack. “I've como to
you now, because I'd like to have my name
e;:pered for the Lytton Trust Scholar-
8 ]l).”

‘“Indeed!”  exclaimed Mr. Crowell.
“ Splendid, Grey—splendid! But it will
need a great deal of hard work: the exam-

inations aro very severe. llard work and
practically no play, Grey. Do you realise
that?” : x ®

““ Yes, sit.” 3 _

“ It is 2 noble effort on your part, my
boy—a  splendid  decision,”  gaid .~ Mr.
Crowell. “ Particularly as you

: will ba
striving for the honour alone.” ' :

“ Yes, «ir,” said Jack, in a low volee.

Scmehow or other, ‘he felt that he was
doing something wunderhand. - Everybody
would believe that he had entered for the
schiolarship just because he wanted to do
something praiseworthy. And yet, in actual
truth, the winning of the scholarship was a
necessity.

If he failed to wim, his carecer at St.
Frank’s would be over.,- =~ . .

But he couldn't speak of this. He had
promised his- father that he would tell no- .
body of the real reason. . e was not even
permitted to “inform Reggie Pitt—for Sir

Crawford had made no exceptions, |
Jack was beginning to feel that the thing

would be a bit more difficult than he had



was

he
it. At the same bune

at first imagined. But
through with

fels gmlt).
Mr., Crowell rose to his feet, and took the

junior by the shoulders.

he

“ It always pleases me greatly to find one,

of my boys striving for some worthy ob-

ject,” ho eaid,

I wish you every success, Grey."”
“Tdmnh you, sirt"

I do oot think there will be many ‘en-

went on the Form-master.
any case, there is nobody who is in

trant3 this year,
'R III

wanbt of tho financial benefit which attaches:

to this echolarship. After all, that is
merely a detail. Of late years, the scholar-
ship has been sought after merely bcca.use
cf 1ts bigh aim.”

“ But—but doesn’t it mean that the
* fellow who wins can stay at St. Frank’s for
two years without paying any fees, sir?”

M: Crowell smiled.

‘“ Precisely,”” he said. “ But I rather
fancy that your father will not concern him-
self much on that point. In all probabilivy,
e witl add fo his charity list—if you win.
Come, Grev, we will have a few words with
Mr, Lee. 1 will get him to enter your name
a% once.’

- Thdnk you, sir!”’

They left the rTocom, went down ftwo or
“threo corridors, and then arrived at Nelson
Lee’s st.udy. The Housemaster debective
was in,  and he was exceedingly pleased
when Mr. Crowell explained the reason for

tha wisit.

. “1 have always known you to be one
of Mr. Crowell's best scholars, Grey, but
T hardly thouf_mt you were one of the
studious type,”' smiled Nelson Lee. “ 1
rather Lhought that you were keen upon.
..-.QOI‘tS

“ So I am, sir; bub this term I thought
“about going in for something - better,” said
terey, O I sha'n’t be deing much at games
now, sir.’

=4 \iell that's rather a pity,”
ik IInwuer, I must not grumble at }'ou,
iy boy. Possibly you will be able
find time for sport later on. Iflappily, tahe
examinations take place after three or four
' weeks,
But 1 am pleased
auch earnestness.”

Jack was rather glad when he was al-
lowed to go free. He took great care to
-uvold Reggie Pitt as much as possible.
I'or he had an idea that Pitt would
guestion him—and_ Jack feared this. =

It was rather a nohy evening, upou the
“whale.

It was the first clav of term, and it
,would be some little time bhefore all the

said ILee.

that you are showing

‘fellows shook down into the usual order of.

things, There were late arnml-., tooi—and
ona or two new fellows.

As captain of the Remove,
ﬂm new kids a look mer. and I was not
part:cultar]v imprezsed with them.
any rute

-among - tha new hatch.

going:

in a fatherly kind of way.
{ <iure 1n quite a friendly way.

and then mu will have a free time,

I liad mven,

At
there was nqbody of any note

‘r

Handforth, of course, made himself very
much in evndenLe, as usual. Before bed-
time came he had indulged in at least four
fights. And Church and McClure wers
-aiready looking somewhat battered about.

In some strange way, Study D seemed to
exert some Iinfluence over Handforth. On
hol.day he would treat Church and Me-
But as soou
as he got them into Study D, and the least
argument commenced, trouble followed.
Anyhow, Church and MwClure were not very
happy.

But by the following morning, after we
had all turned out to the tune of the
rising bell—most of the fellows very re-
luctantly—the juniors began to fall mto the
cld habits.

Jack (Girey was one of the first down.

He was mnot himself this morning. He
had slept badly, and he was feeling very
out of sorts. Not that the was scared by
the work that lay in front of him. But
he felt that he was doing something in
secret, and Jack was one of the most open
fellows under the sun.

He found himself in the lobby, practic-
ally alone.

And he wandered rather mmlessh across to
the notice-board, Then he was attractzd
by a shecebt of paper which was pinned upon
the green baize in a prominent position. He
conldn't fail to see it, for it was the only
notice on the board.

““ My hat!” he muttered. ** Mr.
lost much time!" '

The notice was in Nelson Lcee's hand-
writing, and amnounced the fact that Jack
Grey, of the Remove, had entered his aame
for the . J.ytton. Trust Scholarship. Other
‘fellows were invited to send their names in
as quickly as .possible if they wished to
enter. The news went on to give further
particulars. -

And while Jack was lomung at it, De
Valerie and Somerton and Pttb and one cr
two others etrolled up.

“Hallo! What's this?'" said De Valerie.
“Well, I'm hlessed* Do you mean to tell
me that you' ve entered for the scholar-
ship?”

“Yes,” said GI‘O}.

“ But what on earth for?”

“It’'s worth trying for, ism’t it?"

“Well, I dare say; but why the dickens do
you neecl free schooling?'" asked De Valerie,
“Your pater hasn't threatened to take you
zmay I suppose?”’ .

““ Oh, don't be dotty'” ¢xclaimed Jar:h
ﬂusihinfr - But ‘he particularly wants me
to do. well this term, and I thought it would

Lee hasn't
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please him if I cntered for the Lytton
Trust.” -
*“Well, you've got mur work {:ut out,

‘4 It'e a pretly
I wouldn't
‘1‘00

that's all,"” said Owen major.
stiff exam., -by all I've heard.
enter for it if T was offered ten. quid !
much like hard work, to my mind!"’

¢ Apd* what - about games:”, mquirérl
Somerton. Huv, do you reckon to put iv



time at footbali? One of the leading lights]

of the Junior Eleven oughtn’t to enter for
scholarships!”’

“ I've entered, and if I can, I'll win!”
declared Jack. “ A chap must try to do
something good while he's at school.  Being
pretty kcen on games I:Il 't much of a recom-

jnendation in aft{ar life.’

“* Oh, leave him alone!” garinned Owen
major. “* He'll be fed up long beiore the
exam. comes on. And just wait until foot-

ball starts! He'll forget all about saholar
ships then, I'll bet!”

Fullwoed strolled up, accompanied by Gul-
liver and Bell. The three young rascals of
the Remove looked at the notice-board and
then grinned. .

“* What's this?” said Ralph Leslie Full-
woad. * Grey entering for the Lytton? I
always thought he was rollin’ in money!
His pater i3 Sir Crawford Grey—who's got
pots of it!”’

‘* Well, what about it?" asked De ‘.’a]erle

“Oh, nnothtn but it looks a bit queer,”
said Fullwood in a sncering tone. ‘' Perhaps

the family fortunes have declined.”

* Whet do you mean?” demanded Jack
guietly.

“ My dear chap, I don't want to start an
» argument,” said Fullwoed. ** But it's gener-
ally reckomned that a fellow who enters for
the Lytton Scholarship is jolly hard up.’

** What about the honour oi \*mnmg such
a prize?”’ asked Grey.

- “ The honour?’™ repeated Fullwood.
much of an honour, is it? It simply means
that your pater is broke, or somethin’ like
that. Still, it’s not my buqmﬁﬂs I dou't
want to butt in. If your pater is too hard
up to pay your fees, you have my sympathy;
or, perhaps, he’s mean?”

Jack (regr acted on the qecond

Crash!

His fist shot out and p]nngnd mto Fnli-
wood’'s face with great force. The leader
of Study A had sneered in the most abomin-
able manner—his tone had been ten times
more aggravating than his words. _

“ Yow—ow !” howled Fullwood. * Yar-
ooooh !’ ; :

He staggered back with a wild yell,
clutched helplessly at the air, and then esl
lapsed in a heap upon the floor.

** Bravo!” exclaimed a voice in the dcor-
way. ‘I like that right swing of yours,
young ‘un.” .

All the fellows turned amd saw a <¢heery-
faced stranger just within the lobby.

CHAPTER IV.
THE COMING OF MR. CLIFFORD.

ULLWOOD picked hLim-
F celf up, snarling furi

eusly.

“You — you €oOw-
ardly rofter!” he exclaimed,
breathing hard. - *'Is that
what you call playin® the

game? Hittin’ out at me like that, without
_ givia’ any warnin'—" -

o)l = _Netson ree ummary JERS
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“1f you insult my father again I'll hit out
in just the same way,” exclaimed Jack
«ensely. “You low-down cad! All you can
do is to sneer and mmake yourself deliberately
unpleasant! If you say another word to me
I'll knock you down! TUnderstand?”

Fullwood went red with wrath., _

It was a foul blow!” he said hotly.

“Not at all!” put in the stranger, strid-
ing forward. ““I not only saw the blcw,
but 1 heard the provocative remark which
occasioned it. And I must say that the
punch was very well deserved.”

*“Ohk!" snapped Fuliwood. * An’
it got 1o do with you?”

It was bad enough for the fellows to be
crowing over him, but he wasn't going to
allow this setranger to butt in. The man
was coumparatively young—not more than
thirty at the most. :

He was big, broad-shouldered, and clean-
shaven,. Iie was quite good Ionhm too;

what's

-and there was a ceortaim geniality about his

face which ecould not be overlooked. 1lis
eves twinkled merrily. He was attired in X
quict suit and a tweed overcoat, with a soft
hat, and a handbag.

“Wha - has it got to do with me?” he
sakil pleasantly, as he looked at Fullwood.
“ Well, it so happens that I'm rather in-
terested in matters.of this kind. And I
earnestly hope that that puneh hurt you.”

‘* Hear, krear!” said De Valerie. * Good
for you, sir!”

** Rather!™ szaid Piit.

Fullwood scowled.

“t don't care whether you're interested
cr not, ysu're not goin’ to say things like
that ! h¢ exclaimed flereely. *“1'll jolly
well have you kicked out of the school unless
you c¢an he ¢ivil! 1 expect :rou’ve only come
here, .tryin’ to sell somethin’.

““How do you guess these things?” asked
the stranger.

v Ii's written all over you—anyhody can
tee you're nothing but a cheap commnercial
traveller,” sneered Fullwood. * And the
sooner you clear out the better.”

*““Thanks awfully,” said the stranger, with
a smile. ** We seem. to be gefting aleng
quite fameously. In case it may interest you,
my name's Clifford—Mr. Harold Clifford.”

*“Tt doesn’t interest me in the least,”
snapped Fullwood.,

‘* And your little guess just now was quite
a long way off the mark,” went on the other,
“ In future, young man, it will be necessary
for you to address me as *Sir.” How will
yau like that?”

* 1 don’t know what you're ta‘km about ¢
growled Fullwoced.

Mr. Clifford smiled. .

‘“* Then, perhaps, I had better explain that
I have »ome for good,” he said cheerfully.

‘* For duod"”

£ E\..l{.th

“ You're talking out of your hat!”

‘“ I sincerely hope not,” said Mr. Clifford.
* Before we go any Eurther—hefore you gcb
| yourself info really serious trouhle——zt would

-
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be just as well to explain that I have come

to St. Frank’s by appointment.”

“ Why, of cource!” exclaimed Pitt eagerly.
“*I've jusft remembered. You must be the
pnew Junior sports master, sir!”

Mr. Clifford bowed. .

‘ Somebody, apparently, is possessed of
brains,’” he smiled. * Yes, my lad, you have
guessed my guilty secret. I have come to
St. Frank’s for the purpose of instructing
- the young idea into the mysterious ways of
football and boxing and wrestling, and so
forth.”

“Jolly .glad to meet you, sir,”” said Pitt
frankly.

“ Rather, sir!”

‘** Welcome to St. Frank's, sir!”

““ Hear, hear!” .

Mr. Clifford smiled as the chorus of voices
greeted him, _

“Ths is very nice of you, boys,” he said.
““I hardly expccted to Teceive such a
cheerful welcome. Good business! There's
uothing like being pally, eh? Let's all get
together and make friends.”

Fullwood looked rather startled.

““ Is this true?”’ he demanded.

“Is- what true?’”

‘““ Are you the new sports master——"

“I am mot in the habit of telling lies,”
interrupted Mr. Clifford curtly. *‘I should
not like to start my career at St. Frank’'s
by inflicting punishment, but I shall be com-
pelled to do &0 unless you refrain from
(queries of that kind. My boy, you can ‘go,
but I shall not always be as lenient as this.”

Fullwood opened his mouth to make some.

ot retort, bubt thaught better of it. There
was something very flery in Mr. Clifford’s
eye at that moment—samething that looked
rather dangerous,

And Fullwood had enough sense¢ to vanish.

‘“Judging by the lad’s attitude, I do mot
imagine him to be typical of the average
St. Frank’s schoolboy,”” said Mr. Clifford
quietly. :

““My hat! I should hope not, sir!” de-
clared Pitt. His name’s Fullwood, but I
won b say any more. It won't take you long
to find things out, sir. I reckon we're very
lucky to have a sports master this term.
Things ought to go om better, although
Nipper's a jolly good skipper.”

I met Mr, Clifford soon afterwards, and I
shared the opinion of the Remove—and this
opinion was, that Mr. Clifford was one of
the best. He made hiinself extremely popu-
lar with the fcllows within the first hour of
his arrival.

The -juriors were particularly pleased be-
cause Mr. Clifford had complimented Jack
Grey upon the mamner in which he had
Knocked Fullwood down. There was Ssome-
thing rather rich in that.

And it soon became evident that Mr, Clif-
ford was not the kind of man to let any
- grass grow under his feeft, -

The very next day was a half-holiday, and
by this time Mr. Clifford was a recognised
inhabitact of St. Frank’s.

On the quiet, the
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-he said patiently.

guv'nor had told me that the new sports
master was one of the best athletes in the
kingdom, and he was as keen as mustard
upon every kind of sport you could think of.

Ho was a University man, too, and had
recently been a sports instructor at one of
the other famous British public schosols.

Jack Gizy had commenced his self-im-
posed task in earnest.

He Liad been working hard, and was de-
termined to work hard during the after-
noon. - Ile would have mothing to do with
football. If once he gave way, and started,
he would find the other work ten times more

difficult.

Accordingly, directly after dinner, Jack
Grey shut himself up in Study E with his
books. Amnd there he sat at the table, with
his hands to his ears, so that hé could shub
out all other sounds.

It was particularly galling that this day
should be e0 sunny and fresh and in-
vigorating. It was a day of all days for
football, The very thought of remaining
indoors was enough to give anybody a paia,

But Jack pushed all these ideas aside.

He had fo be firm. Where was his deter-
mination? And then he thought of the pos-
sibilities. = His very future depended upon
1151;}} working hard now. Tootball -could .
walt.

It wag Mrpe. Clifford’s idea to hold a
practice match, for he was rather keen upon
finding cut how the juniors shaped. He had
taken me aside, and he had asked me for
the mames of my best players. I had given
thenmr to him, and now he wanted to have
a look at our form for himself. :

And Jack Grey was left out—he was a%
work, ;

But he was not left in peace for long.

Hs had only been poring over his books
for five or ten minutes when the door
bursé open with a crash which was almost
sufficient to hurl it off its hinges. And
this happened just when Jack was beginning
to be resigned, and when lLe was getting
well into his work.

Needless to say, Handforth entered.

He generally entered the study in this
fashion. Edward Oswald had utterly no
consideration for others. He was the
clumsiest feilow in the Remove, in a2ddition
to being the most thoughtless,

‘“ Come on!” he said briskly,

Jack looked up, frowning. g

‘““ My goodness!” ha exclaimed. “1I
thought an earthquake had happened!
What’s the idea of bursting in like that,
Handy?"” .

“ Practice game is just going to begin,”
said Handforth., " “ And you haven't even
changed into footer togs yet! Buck up, you
ass! You're required on the playing fields.”

Jack laid down his pen.

“ What a memory you've got, Handy!"
“ Haven't I told you that
I'm not playing football this terra? It
can't be done, old man. I've got to put in
all my time at this kind of work.”
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Tlandforth stared.

¢ 0h, the scholarship!” he exclaimed.
“ But that’s sheer rot! If you think Wu’re
going to allow anything cof the kind, ycu've
~made a bleomer! You needn’t -'ret swelled
head, but you’re one of thc he~t players
wa'va got,”?

““ Thanks!'”

““ And you're coming cmt o

“T'm not coming out,” said Jack Grey.
“ Do bo sensible, Handv Buzz off, there's
& good chup. Uan t you seo that I want to
ho quiet? 1'd love 10 ceme out this after-
noocn, but it cap’t. he donc!”’

Handferth snorted. "
f " -What absclute reot!” -he szid tartly.
“ In any case; there’s no need to miss foot-
hall, You’ \ae'uut plenty of timo {or.swot-
“ting wituwu lﬂtumg the team down., You
eaa" do it, Grey! 1t’s against all decency!™

s ) ack 1r_.x:ncii very unazomioriable.

' 1 don't like you to put it in that way,”
ha said. *‘ Geodness knows I don't want to
ltt the team deown. ~ I've iold Nipper ail

ahout it, and Le agrees that I should be

out of the team.’’

“ Oh, Nipper!” said Handforth, with a
sniff. ** He's ~]~.1ppe* I dare <ay; but he’s
too easy going for words, If I was captain
I wouldn’t allow yoeu to slack off like this.
And unless you want a pupch ¢n the no:ze,

you'd hetter lock lively and come out!”
. Jaek Jooked past llandforth through the

o

R s

| doorway.

-he let out a

-

Church  and MeClure were stand-
ing there, dec: ning it wiser to he mere

ﬁpe::ta,t.orq

“ Can’t vou f{.]lowq do something?”’ asked
Jack. © Take Handforth away, for good-
ness’ scke! I can't possibly come out this
afternoon; TI'm too husy. And my time is
being wasted now.”

“ Yes, chuck it, Handy,” said Lhurch.
“ You know that Jack is swotbing.”

“ Rot!” said UHandiorth, ‘' He.ought to
have more seuse. And as he hasn’t got it,
I'li take matters into my own hands. Come
on, you fathead! Shove these idiotic things
aside, and——" R ‘

“ Leave them
warinly.

Handforth was ue*rrmm']g to throw J.n,ks
books all over the table. Then he seized

alonte!”  shouted  Grey

the junior hy the shoulders, and half
dragged him to his feet. Jack had kept
his temper quite well, under the circum-
stancez, but this was rather too much.
Exasperation can reach a point when
violence is the only resort.

Biff !

Jack brought his fist round, and Hand-
forth closed his mouth with a snap. Then
fiendish yell. For Jack’s fish
had caught him on the jaw, and Handforth
had bitten his tongue rather more uewrely

than he liked.
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e ldwﬂoh" he roared “* You—you silly

“qss!’ |
~ **That's for being so funny!” snapped
Jack CGrey. “ It's a pity if a fellow can’t

study without a manisc

“be quict in his own
Clear out,

*barging in and creating havoc!

“you dangerous idiogl”
Haundforth deliberately pusied back his
sleeves. ;
“ Well, I can stand a {few things, buv

cthis is too much!” he declared. ‘' Comiag on,
you chaps! Lend me » hand! We're going
to take this dummy out by force—wilhcther
“he likes it or not!”

Church and Mc¢Clure entered the study.

““I say, Handy, don't he =silly!” said
Church,
if we tuke him by force we sha'n’'t do any

guud If he doesn’'t wanék to play, he
woiu't play. Lef’s get outside.”
Handiorth turned, and stared.

“ Does that mean that you won't help?”
ha demanded.

12

caid Chn reh.

“ Well, yes, “1T don't see
why we should be draggéd into a thing 7Y
‘like this. We're nob geing to help you. &
Noi likely.”

“ Of course noi,”’ agreed \ig(‘lnre
can® do things by turae, Handy.”

“ Can't 1?7 said Handfc " Gceorge!
Can’t I? I can jolly we w $0u chaps
what's what, anyvbow! You--vou traitors!
You worins! Take that! And that!
show you!” -

Hapdforth hit out right and left.

But Church and McClure knew what fo
expect, and they dodged with the dexteriby
of leng practice, However, 1u dodyging,
Church caught the corner of the table with
his back.

The tubie reared up like a wild thing, and
Jack (irey's books and papers
into his iap in an avalanche. Incidentally,
the inkpot toppled cover and poured its
contents over the entire collection.

“ Look out.” howled Grey.

—

“ By  George!” aazped Handiorth.
“ Mutiny! ‘Phat's what  1b js—rank
mutiny !’

e fairly let himscli go. Me chased

Church and McClure round the study, and
paid zhsolutely no attention to Jack Grey's
shouts of protest. The table went flying
again, and the havoc
extent that within a few short seconds,
Stady E clozely resembled a lumber room.

And in the middle of it all, Jack Grey

found himself on the floor, with the tabhle ou |-

top of him. He was quite buried in the
debriz, and a collection of juniors had
gathered at the-door -to wateh the pro-
ceedings.

Chureli and Mc(‘lure were in trouble.

It was possible to dedge some of Hand-
forth’s blows, but not all of them. And
they were _]ust beginning to wonder whether
lifa was really worth lmnw or nof, when a-
sturdy form d*)peared in the doorwa*r.

““ Grey doesn’t want to come, awil

ll. 1"0‘1

'l

were swept

‘““ You---you
! firmly sat,

increased to such an

1 afterncon!

‘¢ I’'ve bin somebody big
time,’’ continued the man,
stili able to knock peopls down wot

in my
“Gan’ I'm
won’t be reasonablsa.”! WMr. Cliford
looked at him aharply.

= ’f ell, I'm ha.nged!” -

Mr. Heurold Clifford made that TE!IQJI‘*E
and it was quite clear that he was 3 man
of aciien. lle took the whols situation in
ab theo first glance. And it was mot neces-
sary for him to look twice to be assured
that Edward Oswald Handforth was the
ringleader in the trouble.

Mr. Clifford stulked in, and his fuce was

“ Thers's been quite enough of-this, young

man!’’ he said sternly. “ 1 think it's about

time I took o hand in the game. This way!”
“ Why, what—- Yow—ow!” yelled Haud-

forth. '

““ Exactly !’ esaid Mr. Cliilord.

He had seized Handforth by the ear, aad.
geutly, but firmly, he led him out throuch
the doorway.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

The spectators roared with” ‘lppt‘t.(ﬂdblOl’i
And Huandforth: roared with, pain.'” There
was absolutely mo denying r. Clifford.
Fither Handforth went, or "his ocar wenb
alone. And Jack Grey DlC‘(ﬂd himself . up.
dusty and breathless, with smears of ink all
cver him.

& My hat !’ he gasped. °*‘That chap ought
to be shoved in a padded cell:”

But he wasn't disturbed any more that -



CHATTER V.
MAKING PROGRESS!

@ R. CROWELL rubbed
his hands together
with

great satis-
faction.
“ Splendid, my boy—splen-

did! I am deligchted with
you. I hardly dared to hope
that you would get on so well.”

* Do you think I stand a chance, sir?”’

‘““ A very excellent chance, my boy,” said
the Form muaster. “ I can assure you that
you have been making really astonishing
progress. Keep it up, Grey—keep it up,
aund you will be victoriouns.”

J.lézk Grey’s eyes sparkled with encoumtfe

men

“I'd give ::m:;t;lml*nr to win the GChO]&LI‘Sh]p,
sir,” he said tense]}

‘“* Keep on in this way, and you will be
successful,”” said Mr. Crowell. - *'I've no
fault to find with your work. Comsidering
the brief time which has elapsed since you
commenced your studies, you have already
covered yourself with glory.”

“*It's good of you to say that, sir.”

“ Not at «ll,”” smiled Mr. Crowell. 1
know you too. well, Grey, to fear that you
will suffer frem that unfortunate complaint
which is known as swelled head. There are
many boys whom I would not talk to in
this fashion, - but. it is my endeavour to
give ycu all the enccuragement I - possibly
can.”

Two or three days had elapsed, and the
master of the Remove was really astonished
at . the great strides which Jack Grey had
madie. And the junior returned to Study E
feeling considerably bucked—us Archie would
have put it. He was getting quite accus-
tomed to hard work by now.

And Jack was leaving nothing to chance.

He studied im every spare moment. He
haél almost ceased to join the other juniors
cut in the Triangle, or on the playing fields.
Now and again he would snatch half an hour
to take a breath of fresh air; buf, generally,
Iie was thinking of his work all the time.

Ileggie Pitt said very little. He allowed
his study mate to continue without any im-
terruptions. In & hundred and one differ-
.ent little ways, Pitt helped his echum. He was
full of coistde=ation, he took great care that
Javk should be left quiet nand undisturbed.

But Jack was so busy, .and so engrossed in
his work, - that. he did mot fully appreciate
these eXhlbltdOIlE of thoughtfulness on Pitt’s

pilt. Reggie Iumse]f ml sed Jack's company
eﬂeedmgl-v oL

And this partwula.r day happea&ed to be
apother half-holiday; it was,
Saturday aftermoom. And Jack was Leenly
lotking  forwai® to spending two Or three
eolitary hours in Study E.

Faoi, by now, the prespect of study-mp.
hoaawd did not worry him. He had almost

ETOWS to like it., He was finding an mterast_ —

| said.

in fact, a-

in his work which he had never believed

possible.

At the beginning it had scared him—the
prospect had been rather amn appalling one.
But now that he was actually on the job,
imaginary difficulties floated away. And Mr.
Crowell’s words of encouragement mude Jack
revel in his self-impcsed task.

He would win that -‘.:ChD'lcll"bhlp or pcriﬁh
in the attempt!

The other juniors had taken it for granted
tha* Jack was quite out of the pictire, =
far as sperts were concerned. I had told
all the members of the Junior Eleven that
Jack was not to be pressed. When the
examinations were over, he would be able
to get into practice again, and then take
his usual place in the team.

There wias no question that Jack Grey's
loss was a serious cne. He was one of the
best footballers in the junior school—a for-
ward who seized every <hance to score, and
who was an expert at first-time bhOUtlIl"

"OQur wings were well provided for. J.{e-"glﬂ
Pitt himself was a tower of strength—Dbeing,
in fact, far more skilful than any member
of the Senior Eleven. I generally led the
forward-iine in our biz matches. But it was
a very diflicult pmhlem to find an -dmside
man capable of taking Jack’s place in the
field.

At present I had been giving Tumner, of
the Collece House, a good trial, as he had
displayed some excellent form in House
matches. But Tumer did not possess Jack's
lightning-like <decisiomn. Many an opening
was presented to him, and he L:uled to take
advantage of it, whereas Jack Grey, in the
same position, would have slammed the
leather into the net in a flash.

Jack did not know much about this, for
he studiously awvoided the subject of football.
He didn’t want to hear about the game at
all, fearing that it would weaken his deter-
mination. For he was passionately fond of
the great winter game, and only he knew
what a great wrench it was to give it up.

Pitt came into Study E, whistling
cheerily.

IHe was dressed im Ioot.b'ﬂl attire, .ﬂﬂd he
was swmgmg his boots im his hand. He
gave Jack a nod, and prceeeded to don the
boots. Jack laid his book aside, and re-
garded Pitt réther enviously.

“It’s no good—I can’'t fool myself,” he
“I'd just love to be playing this
afternoon, Reggie. We're against the River
House, amcnt we?”’

Pitt grinued.

““ My dear chap, you're getting rusty,” he
sald cheerfully. ‘“We played the River
House a day or two ago.. No, we’re up -
against Helmford this aftermoon. It'll be a
stiff battle, too. - Barlowe’s got hold of some
new: I-orv.md:, this term, and they re mus-
tard, by all I camw hear.,”

‘“ Well, I wish -you luck,” said Jack.
- *“Thanks! I expect we shall pull it off



THE NELSON

sacanidhoniidm. s

The door opened, and Bob Christine looked
in.
What do you want?" asked Pitt.

““ Hallo!
“ You'ra not allowed over this side, jyou

“ Dry up! It's pax to-day,” said Christine.
¢ No house rows when there's an important
match an hand, my son. I was just wonder-
ing if Grey could sparc enough time to
play this afternoon.”

Jack shook his head.

“ Sorry, but I'm right up to the eyes,
he said. * You know I'd love to play, hut
it can't be did. Besides, I'm right c-ut}_ of
practice.”

“ Out of practice or not, you'd be a lot
vetter than Freeman,’ said Christine. * He's
one of our chaps, hut I haven’t get amy
1:artlnuhr confidence in him as an inside
man, -

“1 thought Turner was playing in Grey's
place?” asked Pitt.

“ So he was, but the silly ass caught a
cold yesterday,” said Christine. ¢ Ie’s unfit
to-duy—old Stothdale wouldn't let him turn
out. These House masters _ate a .bit un-
reasonable, yvou know.”

“ Ireeman!’ said Pitt.
iin:l a better forward than him?”

““1 don't think so—we're short
wards,”” eaid Christine. “*We can
plenty of backs, and hali-backs, bud
reserve forwards are of a pretty
quality. I say,
rescue for once?”

Jack ilooked uncomfortable.

“You kpnow I'd do it like a
could,”” he gaii.
1 shall probably lose my dctermination.
Don’t tempt me, for RUD‘dﬂ“bS sake. I was
just getting recawned e

“Yes, it's a bit too had to pre:s him,”
put in Pitt. “In fact, it’s not fair at
all.  'We shall manage all right, Jack,
worry. Come onn, Bob—we'll clear

“Oh, all right,” said Christine.
it'’s a terrific pity, Cnly two hours,
know.
afterwards.

They passed out, and Jack heard no more
of the converzation. For some iittle time
he sat at the table, engaged in a little
tussle with himself. Only two hours! Why
shouldn't he do it? He could work harder
in the cvening——

But he shicok his head, and grabbed up a
pen,

‘* No,

of for-
find
our
pooeT

if I

shot

don’t
out.”

you

it's no fror:;d’” he muttered fier(,ely.

“ I$’s not only the tlme—qt s everything! If°

T start Tootball again, I shall want to go
cn with it. Then I shall slack off,” and get
stale. No, I've ot to go c-n—I’vﬁ got to
win that scholarship!”

- And, having dismissed football by a great
eﬁ'nrt "he settled himself dowm to work. He
vot compietnl‘; immersed in his subject, and
it seemed only about half' an hour before
Pitt came in again. It was the first inter-
ruption since the early. afternoon. Amd
Jack was rather -astonished to -notice. that
the daylight was fading. :

“« Couldu’t Nipper |

Grey, can’t you ccme to the

“But if I once give way |

“ But i

‘Surely he could make up the time|
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“Half-time?”" he asked, pushing his bLooka
away. s

“ My dear chap, thie match is over,” gaid
Pitt, as he poked up the fire, and put some
coal ocn. ** Been getting on all richt?”

** Rather—I'd no idca the tinme lm-d passed
like this.”

“ Good!"

There was & short pause.

“Who won?"’ asked Jack, ai letnigth.

‘‘ Helmford won—threa-twe.'”" -

“1 say, that's pretty rotten!" zaid Jack.
with concern. * On our owi grouwnd, tao!
What a pity!”

“* Freeman was a washout,” said Idtt, “ 1
don’t waat to boast, but 1T gave him some
beauntiful openings in the ‘afrmd half. Twice
he ballooned the ball into the sky—and
then, when he hiad an absolutely“open gaal in
Ir{)-mt*- of him, be missed the ball altogether,
Think of it! He kicked, and missed! Of
course, one of the Helmford backs swept
up, and cleared.”

““ Hard lines,” said Jack.
didn't lose because of mwe.”’

Pitt shrugged his shoulders. |
there’s no sense in t&iing lies,”” he

**1 hLope rou

“ Well, _ ;
replied. “1f vou had played instead ci
Treeman we shculd have got ahout six

geals. Nipper scored the two we did manage
to collect, but it wasn't supported.”

“ How rotten!” exclaimed Jack, with real
concern. ‘I eay, 1'd no idea that my ab-
seuce front the team would make any differ-
ence. I'm beastly unvmnfartahln I feel
that I'm letting the side down.'

Pitt slapped him on the back,

“Don't be an ass,”” he said cheerfully.
“ After all, it's all in the ramne—we ghall
get our revenge, mnever fear. I was a
thoughtless ass to mention the matier at all.
What about some tea?'’

“Good idea!” exclaimed Jack., “ I've had
cnough work for a bhit.”

But 435 he was helping to zet tea ready, he
could not help feeling that his efforts to win

the Lyttou Trust Scholarzhip were being
made at a big cost.
CIHAPTER VI.
WHAT FULLWOOD SAW.
TLLWOOD stirred Iis
tea thoughtiully,
“1 don't Iike that
new . man, Chiford,”
he remarked. “He's too
blessed inquisitive for me.””
Inquisitivc""_ asked Bell.

““Yes, rather.’

The Nutb of bhe Ancient House were having
tea in Study A. And Ralph Leslie Full-
wood was not looking particularly amiable
as he brought up the subject of Mr. Clifford.
Gulliver nodded as- he helped himseli to
a pastry.

“* You're about right, old man,” he said.
“T can't say that I've taken much of 1)
likin’. to the fellow. Only this mornin’ he
St(}pp“d me in the Triapgle an’ 'wked me -



_'ﬁ'};y I"ﬁras breathin’ so hard. 'Séﬁ(_]_ that |

my wind ought-. to .be better.”

““ The perve!” said Bell, _

“ That's. just what I've got to complain
of,” went on Fuilwood, *'I mel him in
the gymnpasium just after breakfast this
mornmin’. What did he do? He thumped me
in the chest, an’ said that I was out of
condition.”

‘““ He's too jolly big for his hoots!’” ex-
claimed. Bell. ' -

- " 0f course he is,”’ agreed Tullwood. “1I
should like to know what the dickens we
want a sports master for., Besides, he seems
to think that he can order us ahout as he
likes. Ie actually told mme that I've got

to show up in the gym. every mornin’ for
fifkcen minutes exercise.”’

- “Ignore him!” said Gulliver.

““ That’s all very well—but if I ignore
him, he'll probably report me to Mr. Lee,”
growled Fullwood. “ I'm blessed if I know
what things are comin’ fo nowadays! We
‘2in’t allowed to live as we like.”

- Bell grinned.

“* Well, as a matter of fact, you are a bit
out of condition, Fully,” he observed. * I’ve
noticed it myszelf. You haven't got - a
healthy complexion, for ons thing. I'll bet
you smoked too many cigs. during the vac.”

Fullwood scowled. '

. ** That's just what Clifford had the nerve
to say!” he grunted. *‘‘ How the dickens
does he kuow that I smoke? The blessed
rotter! 1 absolutely detest him! e thinks
he ‘knows a lot about boxin’! I'll bet any
Remove c¢hap could knock him cold!”

Gulliver looked thoughtful.

“I'm not so sure about that,”” he said.
*“ Clifford's got some pretty good shoulders,
an’ he lcoks a lively customer. The best
thing we can do 1s to keep on his right side.
We don’'t want to fall foul with a chap who
can box like a professional.””

“Rot!” said Fullwood. ‘“ He can’t box!
These cports masters are'all the same. They
think they know everything about foothall
and wrestling and boxing, an’ squash rae-

quets—an’ yet they know practically pothin’.
It males me sick! An’ we've got to take
arders from him!” '

It was quite evident that Mr. Ilarold

Clifford was not a popular person with thie
chumsg of Study A. The juniors continued
the discussion while they finished their tea.
_And they came to the unanimous conclu-
sion that Mr. Clifford was a wind-hag, and
that he knew about as muech on the sub-

ject of boxiug as' the average Third Former. |

Exactly why Fullwood and. Co. should come
to. this conclusion was something of a mys-
tery, for they had had no opportunity, so
far, of judging Mr. Clifford fairly. |

But the Nuis were bitter against him— |

‘maily because he was a decent sort—and
it pleased them to disg_a‘rage hitn, As it
happened, an opportuni y was destined to
Occur almost at once—when TFullwood, at
least, would be able t0 sece something which
Would change his opinion.

* -Fullwood, having~ finished tea, sallied
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across to the College House to have a shory

interview with Grayson and Shaw, of tie
Fifth. These two seniors happened to be
rather flush of money, and Fullwood knew
it. Mis object.in seeking them out was to
arrange a little card party. L

He arranged it all right. The Iifth Tor-
mers agreed to a little game later on, after
prep. And Tullwood, feeling satisfied,
passed out into the Triangle again on his
way. over tc the Ancient House.

1t was nearly dark.

Scarcely a soul was about, and 2 cold,
cutting wind was whistling down from the
North. Fullwood frowned instinctively as
he noticed a stalwart figure entering the
gateway.

Mr. Clifford was just eoming in. And at
the same moment apother figure appeared
—a  shffiing, unkempt maun, who hurricd
through the gateway into the Triangle.

*Just a minute, guv'nor!” he cexclainied
huskily.

Mr. Clifford paused, and hLalf turned.

* Well, what do you want?” le inquired.

“Spare a eopper for a poor bloke wot’s
starvin’, sir!” ecxclaimed the other, in a
hoarse voice. I ain’t ’ad work for weeks.
I've got a wife an’ a couple of kids at
‘'ome, sir——"

" Quite so!” interrupted Mr. C(lifford.
“1'm sorry, my man, but I don’t happen
to have any change on me at the moment—
and 1'm not sure that I would give you
anything if I had. You’d better get on your
way.” : :

** Mean beast!” muttered Fullwood con-
temptuously.-

Ile had paused just under the old ches-
nut trees, and was looking on—cuite un-
known to Mr. Cliford. The Triangle was
otherwise quite deserted.’ Fullwood was
probably the only fellow who knew what was
taking pluce. -

" You heard what I said?” cxclaimed the
sports master sharply,

tie was not mean, as Fullwood had sur-
mised. As a matter of fact, Mr. Clifiord’s
nature was quite the opposite. But he wasg
a keen judge of character, and one ulance
at this tramp was sufficient for him.

The man was aobhviously a ruffian. e wag
unkempt, unshaven, reeking with filth and
the foul fumes of stale tobacco and heer.
His very face was that of a bruiser—a low
rascal who was probably too lazy to do any
honest work, '

Mr. Clifford would have helped anuy desery-
ing case—but he saw no carthly reason why
he should give this man money to spend
on beer. Besides, as he had zaid, he had no
loose change. .-

“Don’t be ’ard om a chap—guv'nor,”
pleaded the man in a whining -voice, as he
clutched at Mr. Clifford’s sleeve. * Right
weeks I've bin without work—an’ can't find
none! Me, wot used to be famous in the
hoxin’ ring. Yes, you might not think so,
but I've bin somebody biz in e time—an’

(Continucd on puge' 15.)
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A Real Life Detective Advanture of Scotland Yard’s C.I.D. Men.

T waz all dous very nicely and politely,
but the Brigade de Sareté left no doubt
of ita opinion of Mulberry Street, and
Mulberry Street, justly hurt, neatly

paraphrased into smooth official terms the
retort that the whole of the French detec-
tive service was noft worth a hill of heans.
‘Now tais regrattable interchange of ameni-
ties between two great criminal investiga-
tion bureaux coul:d not have arisen hiad they

not both been a litile strained by outside in- |
fluences, It was a little matter of forgery.
There had been an import of forged French |

notes of exquisite workmanship, and the
Brigade de Streté had convinced themselves

that the poiet of origivation was in the
TUpited States. Mulberry Street was ap-

]

proached in form to “° see 1o it.”

It so happeuned that Mulberry Street was
very bugy. It pointed out to its ¥rench con-
frere that New York was a big place, and
the- United States a bigger. Wounldn't it be
iws well for the Brigade de Sareté to catceh
the swindlers who were actually passing the
notas? The Brigade de Suareté replied that
this had been attempted—vainly. - The
matter shali have our "attention,” said Mul-
herry Street, and detailed two men who,
for a time, made things extremely uncom-
fortable for persons who might reasonably

By
be supposed {o have leanings towards syndi-
cated crime.

The Chef de Sareté, stirred theréto by
reports that notes were still being nego-
tinted, and longing for some one to kick,
dictated the note already referred to, and
the Assistant Comnmissioner of New York's
police, also pleased to kick, inade his reply. ™
a0 a stimulant to efforts on both sides of the
Atlantic was afforded. -

Then it was that Grenfell of New Scolland
Yard, London, who had been sent cver to
arraige the extradition of an embezzler, hap-
pened into Mulberry Street, and to Liim as an-
unprejudiced ald sympathetic oubeider many
people opened their souls. §

The kick administered by the Brigade de
Sareté had been passed on after due reflec-
fion {o Detective-Sergeant Me%'all, who,
pining for a kiud word, met Greniell as ho
was coming down the steps from the
Assistant Comuissioner's office,” .

“ Hello, you?” he exglaimed, thrusting oub
a heavy fist. ““llow’d yocu find thé boss?
id ¥’ mention forgery to him?” '

“No. IHe did all the mentioning,” said
renfell, :

MeceFall fell into step with him and apat
viciously. * lleli's an ice-box to the chief
when he gets going,” he said, with a touch
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of admiration. ‘‘ He had Gann and me up
this morning, and you may have poticed the
scorch marks on the carpet where he frizzled
us. Yes, we were burnt-offerings all right
by the time he was through. He told you
that some one was handinz out bad paper
in France, I suppose?”

Grenfell stapped him on the back.
and have a tonie,” he said.

They had a tonie. They had two. And
on the seecond MeFall spoke more freely. Ile
was feeling bitter because he had been un-
justly blamed. He was an able man, and it
was hecause of his ability that he had been
one of the  two selected to umnearth the
forgers. ‘' 'Tisn't as if we had anything to
work on,” he declared. ‘* We’ve had a line
on every crook in little old New York, and
we've pulled down  a dozen if we've pulled
one. The stuff goes over by mail, but we’ve
képt our eye on the letters sent out by every
likely bird. None of the boys is in it—that
P’il swear.” - S E | )

‘““ How do you know they go out by mail?”
asked Grenfell. =~ -

MecFall lifted his shoulders. *‘ Same way
a2s the French people know the stuff comes
from here. There was a package at Rennes
—R. JF. Tupper, Poste Rest:mte-—bi'.ew York
postmark—type-written address—fifty onec-
nundred-franc notes inside and nothing else.
No one ever called for them, and they were
handed over to the police. That’s how.
Now ''—he smashed a fist down on the coun-
ter—'‘ the chief, he says, 'I want you fto
find out who’s marketing the dope, and to
find ouit quick,” And because I can’t
work miracles I get it in the peck—some,”
lie concluded bitterly.

The Central Detective Bureaun of New York
is 'a wonderfully eflicient body, and it ex-
pects its men to be “efficient. It does not
like excnses. Like all police bodies it has
a keen esprit de corps. It considers itseif
without peer in the wide, wide world—again
like every detective organization that ever
existed. Grenfell could understand. Tf it
had been merely a matter of internal crime,
McFall’s' failure would not have mattered.

“ Coite

Na detective outside fiction ecan work
miracles. This, ' however, was an inter-
national matf{er—a question, in a sense, of
rivalry.- Tooa :

“*“ Hard lines, old son,” condoled Grepfell.
* Cheer up, therc's worse troubles at sea.
Get a week’s leave and coine with me fish-
ing somewhere. I've got to hang about for
that time beforée my extraditicn case coines
on again,.eeen Y- o

1 wish I could,” said McFall dolefully.
I wish T could. "I can sée the boss’s face
1f. T asked for-leave -just now. No, I've got
to keep busy.”

'Ilét-ecﬁ\}'e-lns[;ectnr' G.renfe][' made his fish- |

mg - excarsion alone.. The place he selected
was-a flourishing little teaside -town, which
a8 yet had scarcely realised that it had the
making of a: *‘fresort.”” " Ile gave his holiday
feeling full bent. London was many hundred

=

|

-moments

miles away; the whole of it might ve blown
up, the Crown jewels stolen, the C(abined
assassinated—and he could pot be recalied.

11is mission was almost automatic. Thera
was nothing an earth that could prevent him

throwing off the cares of his profession and
forgetting that such a place as Scotland
Yard existed. -

It is as such self-congratulatory moments
as this that fate Joves to interfere—fate in
this inztance in the shape of a sportive
puppy dog, of no particular pedigree, and
a wontan’s hand-bag.

Grenfell had noticed the young woman, an
oval-featured, fair-haired girl in white, as
he strolled on the beach. She wasg reclining
in a deck-chair, sunning herself, the hand
with the hag listlessly dangling. The puppy
arrived "at a gallop, and in the next few
was A hundred yards along the
shore, growling ferociously as he strove to
tear his lcat to pieces.

The detective and the dog’s owner raccd
to the rescue, bhut it was the latter who re-
trieved the hand-bag, now chewed to alinost
unrecoguisable pulp, and returned it to its
owner. Grenfell slackened his pace, and the
breeze blew a scrap of paper to his feet---
2 relic of the ruin the puppy had wrought.
He stooped, picked it up, and mechanically
crumpled it in his hand to throw away
again, 'Then something about the pellet ho
had -'fashioned ecaught his attention. 1lie
straightened it out and examined it and
looked round for the girl, She had vanished,

“May I be hanged!’ exciaimed Gren-
fell, apnd with long, qguick strides, returned
to his hotel and wrote a short letter, in
which he enclosed the scrap of paper.

Thus far he was only acting with the
courtesy of the man who, having stumbled
across a picce of information, passes it on
to the one more ‘mmediately concerned.
But morning brought with it a wire from:
MecFall which might have seemed incolicrent
fo any but a student of Kipling. '

“The bieating of the lamb excites the
tiger. Fen thousand decllars reward now
ofiered. Ceming first {ramm,—MciaLL”

By eleven o’clock the burly Central Oflice
man had reached the English defective. He
was chuckling with glee, The despondency

of the previous mceting was all gone. We'rp
on to it, old fellow!™ he cried. ** You lucky
dog! That was the correr of a five-

thousand-irane note that you got Lold ef,
and it’s turned out by a workmman. Some
folks are born Iucky.  I've been sweitering
for weeks to get a line on the case, and
ycu, without any interest in it, come over,
and an end falls in your lap. Where's the
lady?” | =ik :

The Englishman shook his head. * Never
saw the going of; her, Maec. To tell the
truth, I baven’t worried wruch about'it. I
thought I'd give you a tip. Now it’s your
funeral ~ : s AR T

McFall's lower jaw dropped and he whirled
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“* None of that,”
“ [ ain't accepting no presents,

furiously on his’ friend.
he snarled.
nnd don’t you forget it. There's ten thou-
gand dollars that the ¥French banks are
offering hanging to this case, my son, and
rou’ll dip your fingers in it, or I'il know why.
You can't shunt out of it. Now, will you
be good?” :
“1'll be good,” smiled Gronfell ‘““Where
do we stﬁ.nd"”
Ie unlocked his

McFall becamea serious.
suit-case and took out a dozen photographs,

1 bmught these on the off-chance,” le ex-

plained. * There's no one in the gallcry that
answers your description, but I guess these
are all the young women likely to be in a
hig iobh.”

Althougnh he hiad Liad only a few moments’
view of thie girl cn dthe becx(,ii Grenfell was a
¢rained obgerver, and what 'he remembered
of her featurez he remembered accurately.
e shook his head over the plmtogr_aphs.
** She's not here.”

‘““ May be a raw haad,” he reflected.

““ She may be,” agreed McFall;
10 beginner who is turning out the dope. See
Lere, Grenfell, tiis show isn't being run
gingle-nanded. " 1t needs appliances and skill
itfr run a show like this. A pickpocket or

a burglar can ghift around as. he wants to.
_‘\ forger wants definite headquarters. le's
cot to-be fixed somewhere. Now, I don't
adimire this town for a residence, but if 1
vrte turning out pheony paper I wounldn’t
~ask for a better place. It's cut of the v.ay,
and it's lhandv to New York—what?”’

“ That's so0," agreed Grenfell, ‘' llow do
vou propose fo locate them? I'm in your
Lands."
- MelFall wiped the perspiration .t'rom his
broad foreheasl. * We'll gebt them,” he de-
clared., “ Welll get them if we have to go
through the State with a fine tooth comb.
Gann and Wills ors coming this afternoon,
Meanwhile we might go and have a chat
with the chief of police liere. We might
want his help yet.”

IT Grenfell had not had some knowledge of
the free-and-easy ways of the American
rolice he micht have been a little astonished
to meeb an imporfant functionary on duty in
Liis shirt-slecves, with %is chair titted back,
his hee's on his desk, and a cigar beitween
lll‘t teelh.
pliment of bringing his feet to 'the floor and
puas:ing the cigar box,

e readily promised his assistance in
searching  the distriet, but
head with a penholder as Greunfell deseribed
the girl.  She could, he declared. be duph-
rated fifty times in the town. * Might be
acyone,”” he added. a faet whichh the two
-Aetectives had reached for themselves long
before  And then the door opened wide
enough to admit a head and shoulders, and
(irentel’! found himself looking 11"0 the ia.ce
"of "a girl—the girl.

‘Me half rose from his seat and thea qank
“J beg yvour pardon.” she said
Mr. |

back again.

hastily. “1.am looking for father,

“but it's

The chief paid them the com- |

seratehed his

““Nope!

Burchnall, I thought he mrrht be w;th
you.'" She withdrew lier head, and the doer
closc,d with a click.

“Qur mayor's ciaught-er.” said the chief,.
“1Isn't she a peaeh?” ;
Grenfell was doing some quick thinking.
A more lmpulswe or less ready. man might
have blurted owt semething, But it Fad
lached across him that the mayor of an
American city hclds a considerable influence
in police nmttera-—e\bemlmﬂ to the appoint-
ment of even chiefs of pol:ce—aud he h"ldﬁ
no wish to be laughed at. Even in a land,
where politics is a profession, the rlﬂu"hter
of a high municipal cflicial is unlikely to be

cnncermd in a syndicated crime.

The point, however, was gdined that the
girl was known. That, nevertheless, was
far from sunplifying tllt problem. In view

o{ her position it was extremely unlikely
that she had angthing to do with a gang
of forgers. On the other nand, why on earth
should she have been carrying a forzed
i'rench bank-nobe of high denomination?

““Mac,” he said, when they pgot outside,
““ the local police can’t help us.”

”\ae\'er expeted much,” agreed McIfall.
“ Still, it's as well to get 'em interested.”

l | {Inn‘t mean that. l'm found the
woman.,” . _

Mcl'all was quick in {he uptulke.: “The
mayor's daughter?” he inquired. And as
Greafell nodded, he gave - a long, low
whistle, :

Now that a scent had been cle[m d, Mei'all
took the lead. MHe was a busy man for a .
couple of hours, though %his iabours were
more real than apparent. - He Ilounged
through the little town,. w.mted the barber,
and chatted 25 an .nqumbne stranger on
local affairs while he was being sliaved. He
also displayed the little shield under the
lapel of his jacket to a big policeman, swing-
ing his stick by the loop on a side-walk, and
the policaman, flattered by the atteuntion of
the sleuth from New York, also talked.

So did the editor of the local newspaper to
whom MecFali introduced himseli. None of
these persons was aware that he was afford-
ing anything more than idle conversation.

Yet M:zI"all, when he returned to his friend
at the hotel, had a budget of information.
He dropp-ed int> a lounge wearily, * That
kid’s name's Pruden:e Fastlet,” he said.
““ Playing the popularity game with a big
‘P’ for ber old man. He's been here for
seven years, and mayer three, and I guess:
wants to keep on the Dick Whibttineton aect.
Retired theatre minager from Columbus,
Ohio. * The viilagera. swear by him. Can’t
see any fun in being mayor of a show like
this myself.”

Grenfell mentioned a wvord, The other
man rubbed a shiny cheek with his knuckles.
; | He_ ain’t prafting, and that's the
funny part of it. He's straight,  Working
the popularity racket for all he's worth-—

father of the city, and all that sort of t.lung

Where doeg he come in%”
- Girl engaged?”



¢ No. Say, Gann and Wills are about due.
¥’ll have a quick lunch and get a smart boy
to slip ’em a note at the depot. We don’t
want to know ’em if we see ’em.”” The
eyelid nearest to Grenfell closed and opened
again quickly. ' The police chief here is
sweet on the kid—see?”

“ ¥ see,” said Grenfell. He had gathered
Melall’s idea. Burchnall would probably
mention their visit either to the girl or her
father, and the news of their presence in
the town would certainly spread. It might
‘be as well than any .attention should be con-
centrated on them

Within an hour, two conimereial fravellers
had arrived in town and registered them-
selves af, ap hotel. The two detectives,
icunging in deck-chairs on the veranda, paid
them not the slightest attention. In about
half an hour thoy emerged again, and Gren-
fell rose lazily. * Think I'll go for a stroll,”
e said, and MeFall grunted an indifferent
assent.

Grenfell’s sauntering took him by the
mayor’'s house on the front, and curiously
enough, the two commercial travellers
strolled at much about the same pace in the
same direction, but fifty yards behind. The
Scotland Yard man dropped on a patceh of
grass, and extracting a magazioe from his
pocket bhegan to read. His face was in
the direction of the house. Tifty yards away
the commerzial travellers also sat down,
One of them found a piece of rock, which
he stuek up on end, and the pair amused
themselves by shying p2bbles at it.

Half an hour or more clapsed. Then from
the house there emerged a figure in white.
Grenfell took oft his hat and fanned him-
self. A glance sideways showed him one of
the commercial travellers fumbling with a
- Loot-lace. He finished, and the pair strode
away in the direction of the girl.

“That's ail right,” muttered Grenfell to
himself, “‘ They'll hangz on to her now till
all’s blue.” Tle knew the competence of
the Central Office men, and renewed his
story with an eye on the white-painted house.
He registered in his mind all the comings
and goings of visitors during the afterncon,
but that may have been merely a matter of
habit. He had not intended to wateh the
house after he had pointed out Miss Fastlet
to her shadowers. Indeed, though McFall
insisted that he shculd share the reward if
the forgers were run to earth, the case was
no corcern of his. He had no official stand-
ing
he could even legally effect an arrest.

But he hated the feeling of being a spec-
tator, and presently he closed his magazine.
There wuas no one in sight, no sign of life
about the white house. The temptation
overcame him. Rapidly he took a survey,
decided the servants’ quarters were probably
lccated in the east wing, opened the gate,
and moved into the shrubbery. It was in
discreet. It was probably ecriminal., But

the Must of a chase was in his blood, and he |

[OUR DETECTIVE STORY SECTION]?

-more about, the iuside of the house, and this
| seemed an opportunity.

| IFortune favourcd him, for he found un
- open window on the ground floor which led

- at three yards.

in the United States, and he doubted if

Iito a  small  sitting-room. He moved
quietly and quickly across it and into the
paszage. He wanted to waste no time 1n his
investigation. -

The ground-floor rooms were ef a perfectly
innocent character, though Grenfell raised
his eyebrows at what he recoguised must be
expensive {urnisiings. ¥or a retired thea-
trical manager and a mayor who did no
grafting, Fastlet certainly had ideas of co-
fort.

Once Greufell slippel behind a perlitre,
and a servant bLrushed past himm alimost with-
in an inch. 1fe waited perfectly still for
live minutes and then resumed his survey.
1f there had been nothing suspicious down-
stairs there was still iess upstairs, Ho
pushed his head in bedroom after bedrcom,
and the fecling that he was mnaking a fool
of himself became mmore convineing every
moment.

There was one room. entered through a
sort of sitting-room. The dour refused to
give as he twisted the handle. 1lle swore
soitly to himself. *“*I might have known!”
he exclaimed. *‘* Bound to be locked.”

He remaiced standing in thought for a
-maonient or so and then tried {o peer tlirough
- the keyhole. A flap on the other side de-
feated him. IIe snified inquiringly. Then
he straightered- himself up and found him-
celf looking down the muzzle of a shot-gun.

- “ 3ake yourzelf at home,” invited the
man at the other end of the gun. ** Don't
ind me.”” He was a tall, awkward wan of
fiftty or thereabouts, square-faced, <c¢lean-
shaven, with thin grey hair, and a mouth
like a rat-trap. He wore a light lounge suilt,
and the noiselessness ni his approach was
- accounted for by the faet that he was in
woollen slippers.

Greniell stood stock stiil. He knew that
it would be difficult to miss with a shet-gun
Had the weapon been a
pistol he might have chauced a dash. He
was wise enough to recognise that that was
out of the question.

““ Mr. Fastlet, I presuine,’”’ e said poilifeiy.
lie was in a tight place, and he knew it.
There was nothing to be gained by losing
Lis head. _ '

“That's me,” agreed the other grimly.
“PDon’t you be too fresh, Mr. Man, and keep
your hands away fronm your pockets. That's
better.* He walked across the room.
selected aa arm-chair, and sat down, the gun
still trained c¢a Grenfell. It ran swiltiy
across the mind of the detective that an
aréinary householder wlho liad sworprized a
burglar would have summoned help. * You
can sit down if you like,” said Fastlet.
““Only move smoothly, becanse my nerves
are rather oubt of order. 1'd just hate to
" have a corpse on my hands.”

wall,. **1°d

Grenfell leamed against the

coolly took his -risks. IIe wanted to kmow { rather stand, thanks,” Ie said- lapouidiy.



“That’s all right,” agreed the other, * so0
long a3 you don't try any monkey tricks.
Well, what do you think you're going to do
.egbout it?"

“It's up to you,” pointed out Grenfell.
He was philosopher enough to accept things
as they happened, and he judged that if he
was in a dilemmma his captor was no less so.

Fastiet studied him silently for a minute
or so. '"So it's up to me,”” he repeated
slowly. “ You know that a man is justiiied
in shooting a burgiar whom he finds search-
ing his house. Aay jury would call that
justifiable hormicide.” He raised the gun
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broke into a thunderous roar of laughter as
he extended a hand. * Well, I'm jiggered.
The joke's on you this time. Burchnall told
me that you and MecFall were here, but I
didu't expect to catch you burgling my
house. D’vou think I'm a forger? Ha, ha!
That's goed. What the dickers are you
doing, anyway?”’

It was a question that was difficult to
answer. Grenfell had no excuse, o explana-
tion to offer. If he had held any authority
he might possibly have taken action. He
rcally believed that Fastlet would have mur-
dered him had he not bluffed about McFall.

' There was only one course for him to adopt.

- -

Then Grenfeli’s strong, wiry arms were around Faslet, and he dragged

him down backwards.

e

and glanced along the barrels. Grenfell
Tead murder in his eyes.

He shrugged his shouldera.

“1 dor’t think you'll do that, Mr. Fast-
let,”” he said. “I wouldr't, if I were you.
You see, there is a Central Office man stay-
ing in the town, and he knows where I am.
1f I'm any qudge, he'll stir arouund pretty
soon, -and a dead body won't be easy for
you to explain away.” '

The mayor's face was expressionless as he
lowered the gun. “ And who in Hades are

you?” he demanded douhtfully.

“ My name is Grenfell, detective-inspector
of the Criminal Investigation Department,
New Scotland Yard.” :

Fastlet dropped the gun and, standing up,

He smiled blandly into the mayor’s face.

““ Come and have dinner with me fo-night,”
he said, *“ and I'll put you wise to the whole
thing. As you say, the joke’s on me. Now
let me hurry away, there’s a good man, or
lM}:Fall will be making frouble. See you
ater.” s

Grenfell had Ttoun his hardest for fen
minutes before he found a very fat and very
dignified policemam. He seized that official’s
sleeve and dragged him along for a dozen
yards in his headlong career. *‘ Get on to
the fire-brigade,”” he said breathlessly.
““ Turn ’em out to the mayor’s house. Don't
ask questions. Get busy.”’ ;

The intelligent officer gave a guttural and

-indistinct sound which Grenfell- took :for

v el



assent, and his sleeve now released, plodded
at. a slower but no les$ hreathless pace in
the wake of the deteetive. . . :
. Grenfell raced into the hotel, threw an
inquiry a“d an order at the clerk in the hail
~in cthe samne hreath, and found McFall at
the telephone, with Wills at his e¢lbow. His
hand feil on the sergeant’s shoulder, and he
tore him away in the middle of a seuntence,

‘“ Come on,” he wiged. ** There's no time

. to waste. I've ordered s ¢ar.” . _
A bell-clauged npoisily, and a motor fire-
engine raced by in the street below. Gren-
Jell was too out of breath for lengtihy ex-
planuations - but, leekily, the Central Oflice
men were peaple of action. . .

* Garage end of first block on the right,”’

said . the clerk a8 they dashed once more
into the hall. " I've “phoncd ‘em to get
their best ear ready.” :
" Nevertheless there wa% a wait of a few
noments at the. garage. Greniell, in short,
gtaceato =emtences; jerked out some of the
coneclusions v had arrived at. * Yes. We've
wob: 1o bhe quick if that’s the ecase,’”” said
MeFall, * We'll drop Wills at the house.”
The ¢ar was ready by this tiwe, and they
jumped aboard; “ Now cut Joose for all
-she’s worth,"” ordered McFall. -

It had taken Qreafell a quarter of an hour
10 -get from the mayor’s house to the hotel.
It took the car barely three minutes to cover
the rdistance. A small: erowd was gathered
about the gates, and a thin, almost undis-

cernible wreath of vapour was <ireling from-

Ca-window, - The firemen had a hese out, and
even in the readway they could hear the
sirashing of axes on woodwork, -
Wills - jumped to the ground as the ecar
slackened pace,” and ran forward. - They

dould see him aking eager inquiries, and

presently be came runping back. * Been
gone ten minutes!’ he shouted. " Car a
Jittle -old-fashioned green-painted two-seater.
Yon'l]l pick himn up ecasy.”

“The chaufleur pressed over a lever and
the car slid smoothiy forward. - MeFall tock
from his pocket a 44-automatic, took out a
cHp of eartridges, and pushed it back again.

* You got a gun?”’ he asked.

Grenfel)l shock his head. |

** You never know,” eaid M«¥ull, dropping
the weapon i his jacket pocket and fixing
his eyes ahead on the blindizg -white road
as it whirled towards them. Twice they
£laekensd speed to make inquiries, Jt was
on the second éccasion that thicy learped
the green-painted car was but a mile ahead
- of them, and & few minutes later a little
cloud of dust in front showed that they
- weére rapidly overhauling their quarry.
“Keep etraight on,”” McFall advised the
- ¢hauffeur, ““ We'll run ahead of them and
Cield them up.™
- In a little they were near encugh to see
- & faee peering over the back of the leading
- €ar. ‘" Look - out,” -gried Grenfell, . and
' dropped. without shame into the bottom of

and they could ‘Hear the shriek of a bullies
as it tore overhead. - '
‘McFall was holding the barrel of his auto-
matic ‘balanced on the palm oi his Jeit hand.
The thua of his angwering shot was almost
simuitaneous. But a fragment of glass from
the broken wind-screen had <¢aught -their
chaufieur on the cheek, The car swerved,
righted again, and then the hrakes were on.

“T'm done,”? said the chaufteur. ** He's
got me.” |
-McFall swore. Grenfell was making a

hasty examination of the man. ‘* You're all
right,” he told him. * That’s only a bit of
glass, That weon’t hurt you.”
The chauffeur looked relieved. * Get on,”
ordered McFall.Y “ Let her loose.” -
**Not me,” said the man doggedly. * This
car isn't hired for gun-play. Count ine out.”
It was no moment to waste time in argu-
ment. McFall stuck the muzzle of his weapon
against ‘the back of the chaufleur’'s neci.
**Get on with it,” he ordered caurtly.
‘Sullenly the chaulleur started up again. It
was a choice of evils, but the man in irouc
might miss if Ire started shooting again; the
detective certainly would not. e a
In a matter of five minutes they were
again withih ffty yards of the green car.
McFall commenced to fire. He was taking
no chances, - Once only was a shot returned,
and as they drew nearer, Greniell, who was
peering over the top of the seat, perceived
the reason. Fastlet’s chaufteur had also

-needed persuading with a pistol.s He laughed

as the situation became clear to him.
““Make him slack yp as we come alongside
the other car,” he told McFall. * I’'m going

to jump for it.- - : - SR

McFall nodded. . The Scotland. Yard man
braced himself- for a leap. Inch by inch they
drew nearer the other car, and Fastlet, facing
around, fired twice. Both shots went wide.

Then Grenfell jumped. He heard .the
woodcn thud of McFall’s automatic again,
and as he landed his face was scorched hy
the explosion of the mayor’s pistol. Then
his strong, wiry arms were around Fastlet,
and he dragged him down backwards. Both
cars slid to a halt just as the two strug-
gling men fell heavily to the ground.

The mayor was a powcerful man, but -he
had been taken at a disadvantage. Moreover,
Grenfell was as physically fit as it is possible
for a. man of forty to be. By the time
McFall had come running to his assistance
he had the mayor pinned. The Central
Office man put away his weapon and dragged
out a shiny pair of sclf-adjusting, nickel-
plated handcuffs, which he clipped round
the prisoner’s. wrists.

“Now ve're all hunky,” he said, and they
assisted the prisoner to rise.

“This 18 you,"” said Fastlet, glaring men-
acingly at Grenfell. ' If 'you hadn't been
so _darned, quick——"". He- checked himsell.
“What's the charge, anyway? You've gob
nothing you can bring against me. - This
means an action for damages,”

| .I't-he car. - The glasy wind-screen shattered, { * Cut out thé blufl,’ eaid McFall'sharply,



4 You'll be held for forgery, and that's allj
there is to it. d )
~ Par away, back in .the Central Office re-
cords; long before the days of finger-prints,
‘Mc¢Fall came across the portrait of a ytiltm%
s IgY I:_l

man. He pointed it out to Grenfell.
itnishes it. Here he is ’way bacl in the
© nineties. Soapy Smith he is—he was in the

green goods trade at one time—huy he’'s am
expert forger. Got ten years in ninety-iwo
and has dropped out of sight einee” -

" Let it alone,” growled Willis. * Gren-
fell’s going 40 tell us how he got on to the
old man—aot but what we've got him any-
~way,” he added, with a tonch of caprit de
“eorps. “‘Once we nailed the girl it was
plain enough.” o

“I was lucky,” admitted Grenfell mad-
- estly.  ** You people have been too long in
the gamwe not to know that luex c¢ounts a
“Jot.  But I'd have been mowhere without
your hacking. 1I-couldn’t have told for sure
on my own that that piece of paper I picked
up on the beach was from a forged note
without your experts behind me. Still, that
was Juek to start with. Then, when McFall
here, found o¢ut that the mayor was no
grafter, we hoth got to thinking on the
- same lines.” : = -

““That’s right,”’ agreed MeFall, ““ A manp
who's all for purity in municipal ‘affairs, and
jives in the way he did, has got a reason,
you . bet.” -

“Yes. Soapy must have had it all worked
ont when he went into politics. If the
~ French police hadn’t tumbled that the stufl

was drifting in from the States he might
have kept on for ever. Who was going to
get suspicious of the high-souled mayor of a
- zeaside town? * Besides, -he had fhe loeal
police in his pocket, though 1 suppose they
* knew. nothing: of what he“was -doing. He
kept elear of political graft because he
didn’t -want Pinkerton’s: or any outside
people <alled in by a purity committee.
Then he was handy to New York. -

. I figured this out while I was wuiting to
put you on to the girl. I gave MeFall
credit for having the eame lime. But |
wanted to get the thing done with quickly,
and it dida’t seem to me Jikely to work ont
n a hurry om soft lines. That was how it
came into my head to hreak into the house
on the off-chance of picking up something.
I'd have waited to put you hcys up to it,
but after afl, only ome man <ould go in.
-There wasn’t anything to be gained by shar-
ing the ris* among four.

“I'll own freely it looked as if T was on
a dead end till I got upstairs. There was
a2 room there—a sort of study—with another
room leading out of it.” The "door of the
second room was locked, but I got a kind
of mixed smel of c¢hemiecals.. I knew then
that I was right, and that ¥ had happened
on the private laboratory. " It was then that
the old man’ happened’ on ‘me with a shot-
Eul. : T o |

“ He knew who I was—he’d been ialking
10 Burchnell—ang, at ‘first, I looked like

Let’s get aboard.” 1

qualifying for a fuperal.
McEall was lying in wait, and we - called a

I binfied that

truce. We shook hands; and I came away.
“It was pretty obvious he wasn't going
to sit around once he’d got me out of the
house, and if he made a get-away he would
not want to leave any evidenc2 behind him
either. That was how I eame to think of
a fire ¢a.l.” . . '
** Lucky you did,” observed Willis. ' The
firemen had just Hroken into the laboratory .
when I got there. He’d stmply- piled the
place with junk, emptied a can of kerosenc
over 1t, chucked in a mateh, and loeked the
door again. We saved enough out of the
ruins to get hold of the whereahouts of their
c¢rooks in France. We've cabled the address
over. He was supplying them with phony
paper at fifty per cent. diseount.’” .. -
“*You haven’t told me- about the girl,”’
zaid Grenicll, * What's happened to her?”
‘““She’s safe enough,”” gaid Gann. .* The
old man seems to-have - got disturbed when
he heard that MecFall and -you were on the
warpath. He is a wary bird, and: had no
dealings ditect with those who were handling
the -paper. He had a little cigar store in
the Bronx, under the name of George James,
with a manager in charge. The manager
had no knowiedge of anything wrong—he
didn’t even know where his employeér lived.
Soapy never came to the town himself. . Ho
always sent the zir), and she collected letters
off the manager, and pested every mail that
was to go out. . Well, as I say, he: smelt
comething and sent her off to New York to
destroy any mail she feund there; 1 pulled
her actually in the store. S8he’s his daugh-
ser, but I think she'll clear . herseli.: He
didn’t trust even her., She mever knew what
was in the letters eoming or going. By the
way, she had in her bag the rest of the
fragments of ihe note. It was a sample,
included in a letter to a <rook named
Wilson.” . i :
McFall yawned and stretehed himeelf.
““ The chief’s so pleased he’ll eat oud of your
hand. Bay, it's getting near. hungry time.
I put it to the meeting that it’s on to us
to show Grenfell what litile old New York
can do ia the way of dinners. As many as
are in favour of the resclution will—-"

“Ay,” interrupted danm and Wills
fogethe 7. '
““Carried unanimously,” said McTFall.
THEB END.
RS P e T
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““ Case of th

NSTEAD of reaching the eud, sir, we
have but arrived at the beginning.
That is my sincere helief, Mr. Baines.
This matfer must be sifted to the
bottom.”

Godfrey

B

“Ire}-\‘}f

Mr.
Imperial
above words solemnly and portentously. He

glanced about the board-room at the por-
traits of past officials of the company, who

Simounside,

Insurance Company, uttersd® the

looked down on him from their gilded
frames. Then he lit a big cigar, adjusted
his eye-glasses, and picked up some slips of
paper from the table. ile was 4 man of
short and erisp utterance, who regarded
waste of speech as waste of mmm

““I have here,” he resumed, ‘ a brief sum-
mary of the case. We will go over it, ii
vou please. A year ago Hiram IFalkland, a
gentleman of independent means, resident in
Pimlico, took out a life insurance policy in
our cowpany for the sum of twenty thou-
sand pounds, in favour of his wife. That is
chapter one. Nine months brings us to the
next chapter. Three months ago, at the
neginning of last October, Mr. I'alkland ran
down to Ienruth, near Land’s End, in Corn-
wall. -Ill-health was the stated motive |
the trip. His wife did pnot accompany him.
He found apartments at a fisherman’s cot-
tage, and for three successive evenings he
went out sailing. The third time he did not
come back—that was the evening, you will
remember, of the great storm that causad
so many wrecks off the Cornwall coasty and
washed a fleet of boats out to sea from Pen-
ruth Bay. Mr. Falkland’s yacht—a small
craft which he had set forth in alone—was
subsequently found floating in the Atlantic
bottom up. A week after the storm a body
canie ashore ten miles from Penruth, It
was of a middle-aged man, clean-shaven,
with brown hair, which deseription would fit
Mr. IFalkland. But the features had been so
battered by the rocks that they were abso-
lutely unrecognisable. Nevertheless, Mrs.
Falkland identified the corpse as that of her
husband, and the fisherman in whose cottage
he had lodged held fhe same opinion.™

- ~*The clothes?” asked Baines,

president of the.

for.

af CARFAX BA!NES

J

|

and 6!11

“The man was stripped to his underaar,
nr-nta and these were vnmarked.”

““Any rings?"

““No, it seems tha%t he never wore jewel-
lery of any kind,” answered the president.
“But to resume. The coroner's inquest
found that the body was that of Hiram IFalk-
land, and it was buried as such. This brings
us to chapter three. Within a reasonable
time the widow put in her claim for the iu-
surance money. 1 was not convirced of her
hushband's death, 4 belief which many of the
directors shared. But our sclicitors assurcd
us that we had not a leg to stand upon—
that there was nothing on which to base a
charge of fraul. Under the circumstances,
having regard for.our reputation, there was
only one course open to us. A week ago wo
paid Mrs, Falkland the sum of twenty thon-
sand pounds. In the meantime our own de-
tv(‘tnea had been keeping a close watch on
her, and they are watching her still.”

“With what result?”
“None. And that is why I am dissatis-

fied with them—why I sent for you, Mr.

Baines, I want jou to take the natter
0‘-(‘]1 e

‘Am I io understand, then, that you
ueheve Hiram Falkland to be a.lne"”
“1 am certain of it!” exelaimed Gadfrev

L
u

Simonside, striking his fist on the table.
No, therc i3 not a sc*ap of proof. But 1
am & reader of character, sir, and in my

lcng term of service at the ‘heal of this com-

pany I have seldom gone wrong, I studied
Mrs. I'alkland at each interview we had, and
sehind her mask of coolness and constant:
self-possession I saw unmistakable signs of
guilt. Her husband is alive, and somewhera
in hiding. I am convinced that he deli-
berately planned to defraud the company—
that he deserted the yacht out at sea when
darkness came on, and swam ashore with the
aid of a life-preserver before the storm
broke. That is my theory and belief.”

€ It no more than a theory,” said
Baines. ** Whose body did Mrs. Falkland
identify?”’ :

‘* Some ship’s officer or sailor thrown in
her way by chance. Numerous vessels were
lost that night, and many drowned men
were cast up all along the coast.”

* And SOIle were saved,” replied the da-

i3
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tective. ‘* One, for instance,
ashore on a spar.”

“ We investigated that case,”” said the
president. ‘' The man was not I"alkland. He
was one of the crew of a sailing vessel that
foundered. Be assured, sir, that we have
left no s¢tone unturned to get at the iruth.
And the result of the inquiries omnly streng-
thens my belief. It is a daring and clever
case of {fraud, materially assisted by the
storm, which indeed muszt have cutered into
Hiram Falkland’s calculations. I should
like to liear your opinion, Mr. Baipes.”

*“I have none as yet. I really dom’t kuow
what to think. Did you leok up the ante-
cedents oi these people?”

““ So far as possible, but with indifferent
success, Falkland and his wife scem fto
have had no friends. They took a house in
Pimlico five years ago, but we could not
asztertain where they lived prior to that
date.”

““* Had much monrey?”

“ A moderite income. T should
eight hundred a yecar would be Ve—

He was interrupted by a rap at the door.
The manager entered the room, whispered a
few words to the president, and went quietly
out again. Mr. Godirey Simonside-uttered
an exclamation of anger and dismay, then
nodded triumphantly. ,

** A presumptive proof of guilt at lask!” he
exclaimed. “ Mrs. Falkland, who recently
moved from the Pimlico house to a flat in
IIyde Tark Mansions, mysteriously absconded
last pight, and that In spite of the vigilance
of our two best detectives. She must have
known that her movemeuts were shadowed.
Fear of detection drove lier to flight.”

*““Come, thiz grows interesting,”” said
Baines. I begin .fo suspeet there may be
something in your theory, after all.”

- *'1 kunw there is,” d(eclared the presi-
dent. “I will call our nien ofi; you shall
have a clear field, Mr. Baines. Find Mra.
Falkland ard her missing husband; Bring
them £0 justice, aund compel them to disgorge
he twanty thousand pounds. Spare no
pains, hesitate at no dilliculty, and do not
count the expense. I am supported in this
step by the directors and the shaveuolders,
The whole power of the ccnipany, sir, is at
iy back. Your first move will be to get

0.l the track of the wonan.” ;
“ Naturally,” aszsented Baines. ¢ But do
The

not bhe too sangume, Mr. Simonside.

sudden disappearanze of Mrs. IPalkland sug-
gests, but does not prove, her guilt. I shall
want to question those detectives of yours.”

_“_:Ihal; can be arranged by this afleruoon,
sir.’

When Bainez left at the conclusion of the
isterview lie was still unready to foirmm any
apinion on the case, though he was in-
terested in 1t, and felt that it might
amcunt to something. 1lle purpesely made
uis mind a blank, thus preparing it to take
impressions from the result of his investiga-
tions. These were at first trivial, ile saw
the insurarce ecompany’s detectives later in

think

was washed ]

the day, and was inclined to favour their
theory that Mrs. Falhland had slipped away
from Hyde Park Mansions in the guise of
a scrvant or a1 nursemaid. - She had locked
up the fiat, and seat the key to the agent.
As for the twenty thousaud pound cheque,
it was known that she had turned that into
cash and seeurities. :

The work of the next few days was more
fruitiul, Having ascertained, as far as was
possible, that no person answering to Mrs,
IFalkland’s description had left England by
any of +the Tforeign-beund stgamers, and
having craftily advertised for the c¢abman
who had presumably driven the woman from
Hyde Park 3Auansions to another address,
Baines made a fiying trip down to Penruth.
On his return the Pimlico distriet engaged
his attenticn. 1le found a servant who had
heen in the cmploy cf the Talklands for
three ycars, and who was easily persuaded
to tell what little she knew about them.
1le caze had now assumed a rather mys.
terious phase, and the detective scented un-
foreseen developments,

“On the evening of the storm,” he jotted
down in his note-book, * a stranger with a
black beard inquired at the fisherman's coi-
tage in Penrnth for Mr. I'alkland, and was
informed that the latter had goue out sail-
ing, 'The stranger was. pot seen again.
Nancy Parke formerly ia service with the
Falklands, statces that they came to Eng-
land direct from Cape Town, South Afriea.
Her master and misiress frequenitly quar-

relled, and she had heard ihe latter address

her husband as Jem Tyler.”

Several visits to Scotland Yard and a dili-
gent search through files of old newspapers,
English and colonial, brought the detective
temporarily to a :tandstill. Bub on the
following morning a cabman tuvned up in
answer to the advertizements, and before
night the missing Mrs. Falkland was posi-
tively located at an address in the Water-
loo-road, whither she hiad been driven from
ITyde Park Mansions, disguised as a hospital
nurse. ‘What happened during the next
forty-eight hours may be told in the de-
tective's own words, when he called at the
ofiices of the Imperial Insurance Companv
at noow, ard was reeeived in the president’s
private roccm.

“I see you have had news,” Mr. God-
frey Simonside shrewdly and promptly ob-
served,

“0Or good as the case may be,”” Baines
replied. * llowever, judge for yourself. I
Dbave lost Mrs. Falkland, and it is little to
my discredit, for she is a woman in a ithou-
sand. X had scarcely fouid her when she
gave me the slip. In spite of my precau-
tions, she must have known that she was
under surveillance, though she doubtless in-
iended to leave when she did. After .she
left the house I traced her to Waterioo
station—this was the night before last. She
hooked to Plymouth and caught the express:
1 followed in a later and slower train. - When
I arrived Mrs. IPalkland was well out to sca,
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an bhoard of the steamship Warrimoo, which ) of the gloom.

touched briefly at Plymouth on its way to
Mclbourue. 1 came back to town at once,
and-——-""

“0f course, th> woman is
- wraua to join
Mr. Simonside.

“ Thers is goo:l reason to believe so0.”"

“Or perhaps lier husband is on board the
Warriiaco,”

** Poastbly.

““ What is to be done?”

“*1 have a nlan,”
“The steamer Aztee,
ferent line, saiis for Melbourne to-morrow
" from the Thames., It i3 a much faster boat,
and should beat the W u,mmoa by two or
thn.c days. So you sce—

"Yes, I sce!” cried the president. ** Get
the neccessary papers, Mr. Baines, sail cn
the Aztec, and bring back the guilty couple.”

“ It won't be my fault if T don't.”

“ By-the-by, did you discover 'm"tlung
about the
was stopping in the Waterloo Road?”

““ She seldom left the house, and she had

zoing to Aus-
her husband,”” interrupted

caid the detective.
belonging to a dif-

no callers,” replied Baines. * But she did
receive  several .letbers bearing - English
stamps.”

~ “From her husband, of course!
are both on the Warrimon.
" that?”’
““1 can be sure of nothmg,” the . detec-
tive answered, “ until I arrive at Melbourne.
This is a peculmr case, Mr. Simonside.’" -

* ™ - . . . *

Thousards of miles from England, over the
. long blue swell of the ocean, the steamer
Azteec was ploughing steadily and swiftly
towards her destinaticn. She was sixteen
~days out from the Tharmes, and in three
days more would drop anclior in the harbour
of Melbourne. It was a glorious night, and
out of the deep vault of the heavens the
stars flashed and twinkled with tropical brilli-
ancy. A concert in the saloon had drawn
mo3t. of the passengers below, and the’ noise
of voices and laughter, of the merry tinkle
of the piano, floated up the companionway.
But Carfax Baines preferred the. solitude
and darkness ¢f the deck, and he was lean-
tag over the rail close to the stern of the
vessel, his pipe between his teeth. 'The
voyage had been a prosperous ong, and hle
did not doubt that the Aztec would rzach
Melboume befcre the Warrimoo, “What

outld "happen -then, whether success - or
fa:lure awaited him, were questlons t]nt de-
fied an answer. -

“That fellow Tench puzzles me," the de-
tective mused, as his. thoughts turned to
another channel. .* From the beginning of
the trip he has been creeping -akout at my

They

heels lige a car, and starting-a coiiversation
at every opportunity. And cnce or twice T
caught him Jurking near the door of my

cabin, I don’t believe he is eutlraly m hiq
right mind.”’

At that moement the mdmdual in qLe:atmn
suddenly appeared,

woman'’s movemrents while she

You feel sure of
| with. a splash.

stalking noiselessly ou’ i exhaustion.

John Tench was a €all,

wiry

maun of middle age, with a heavy brown
beard and mousztache, Ile vore gold-rilnmed
spectacles, .

“ A fine night, Mr. Bruff,"" he observed.
The detective, who answered to that name
on board, assetuted.
“1t won’t be many more till we reach
Melbourne,"”’ TH](h went on.

“ We are cCue in three days,” was the
reply.
“Think we'll heat the Warrimon?®

‘““I hope so."”

‘*““Ah, and so do 117

Tench spoke seftly and guickly. e shob
a glancg about the deserted deck, then sud-
deniy stooved, seized the dotective below the
waizt, and hoisted him half over the low
rail.  With a cry that was not heard--there
wxas a prolonzed burst of applause from the
galoor at that instani— Bainez partly turped
and grasped his assailant by the arms. Buk
the debective was already overbalanced. Flio
slipped over and dangled in the air, stiil
clinging to Tench's arms. The latter, wio
was the lighter man of the two, uitered
a yell of horror as he was drawn after his
intended victim.

There were nco witnesses to the thrilling
Tragedy, which transpired in much less time
than it takes to tell. The two men drcmped
They went deep under, grip-
ping each other tightly, and their hold was
broken whea they came to the top. Tho
horror of that moment Baines remembered
for his lifetime. The Aztec was already a
considerable distance away, driving swiftly
on her course, and none on board knew
that two of the pasqenﬂers wera left behind
in the sea. Io vain they shouted; their
voices were weak and hoarse from the water
they had _swallowed. The vessel faded
rapidly ml;o the purple mists of the night,
the music dwindled to an echo, and Baines
and his enemy were left to die. ,

But they did not drown; by a strange
freak of fortune a means of rescue was even
then at hand Both were good swimmers,
and they had been keeping.afloat for per-
Faps five minutes, separated by a goodish
streteh of water, when they simuitaneously
dizcoverad 2 boa% dancing on the crest of a
billow less than a quarter of a mile away.
At once they struck oub for if, wasting no
breath in speech. If was a hard swim, and
the deftective was larely able to reach the
little craft,. which wvas empty and oarless,
aud _had probably beea washed: from some
vessel . during a storm wecks before., Ileo
manazad to elamber over the gunwale, and
was followad an instant later by Tench.

“ You murderous scoundrel!” cried Daines,
as he julled a revolver from. dis pocket.
““ Como an inch nearer, and 1'1[ smaah your
skull.” -

But. 'I'enoh wa3 completely worn out by
his struggle with the sea, and unable to
epeak. . He sank down in the stern, a limp,
inect mass, end yielded to the slumbnr of
That the man was mad was tha

L



cnly construction ' Baines-could- -put- wpon
what had haopened. ‘Ile, too, felt the effects
uf the struggle for life, but for some hours
he kept himself awake, crouching in the
how of the hoat, and scanning the waste of

waters with drowsy e¢yes.  Then his head
dropped and he slept, |
Ile was awakened by a lusty shout. It

v.as hroad daylight, anl a boat pulled by
four men was just coming aloagside; the
son was shinitg brightly,  Three hundred
yards away a big ocein steamer lay mction-
Jesg, her upper deck crowded with people.

4
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stood on the deck of the Warrimoo, con-
fused hy the swarmt ¢f passengers and ofil-
cers who pressed around them and plied

minutes later the two castaways

them with questions, Braody was offered
to tuem. and Tench took a deep pull at a
flask. The mext instant, with an execraticn
that rang above the hum of voices, he had
flung the bhottle down and leapt furiously
at ono of tho passengers—--a shorb, well-
dressed man with a dark beard. The
latter’s face turned a ghastly white, and

| courage and strength seemed to desert him.

)

‘ | Tench uttersd a y“e:! of horror as he was drawn after his intended victinm

-

el re

Teneh sat np and rubbed his eyes. He 1ol-
lowed Baines in to the resenuing boat, and
the littie- craft which had done them such
zood service wag turrped aodrift.

“What vessel is Ahaty”? asked 1he de-
tective, ; -

“The Warriman,” answered one of the
sailors. :

Baiaes.gave a start of curprise. e ‘was
nat looking  towards. Tench, else hie wonld

have seen the sudden, owminous flash in the

latler's eycs.

L

Ife was scized by the throat beforé he
could make a move to escape. W@ "

“Your tima lhas come!” Tench eried,
:nartinglyv.  * We’'ll be quits now, Abe Lar-
nacii!  You black-hearted dog, murderer,
wife-stealer—- A, you won't save him,.
Sylvia!®® he yelled at a woman who had
rushed forward with a shrill scream.

The woman was Mrs. Falkland! The sight
of her, the mention of Larnmach’s unsme, the
ravage attack on him—here was proof to
Baines that .at least one of his theotes was™



correct. In the flash of a second. he reulisedn
ihe truth. John Teneh was Hiram Talk-
land! : J - |

But even the detective was for a brief
space in the thrall of the same numbing
paralyzis that seesmed to have grasped all
the spectators. None interfered.: Falkland
fought like a tiger, bent on murder.: Fail-
ing to throttle his foe, he bit and scratched
him, pommelied and Ekicked him, Ille pgot

1

him down, and the two rolled over and
over, scattering the passengers right and
left. And wnen the captain -at length ia-

terfered, backed by some of his crew, Lar-
nach was more dead thau alive. &o furiously
did Falkland struggle that it took five men-
to drag him from his prostrate victim and
overpower him, Then he quieted down.

The woman’s wrath was stronger than her
fear, and her eyes were aflame with bitter
hatred and scorn of the man who was her
jawful husband. She bent anxiously over
Larnach, who was supported by two sailors..
Though bleceding and in pain, he was con-
ecious of what was going on arcund him. .
~ “PDon't let that ruffian at me again,” he
pieaded, hoarsely. : - :

“ You cur!” eried Falkland, “ I would
have killed you had they kept their hands
off me a bit longer! -But T’ll have just as
sweet a revenge. Back you go to prison
to end your days! I ecall on every one
present to bear witness—"’ |

““ If I were you, my man, I should Kkeep
a close tongue,”’ interrupted tlie -captain,
““ You've said and done enough."”

}y forcible means Falkland was quieted
for the time being, but later in the day he
made a cowmplete statement to Baines and
the dmtuin in the privacy of the latter’s
cabin, : ,

“Yes, my real name is Jem Tyler,” he
said, ** and for a nuniber of vears Abe Lar-
nach and I were in the I.D.B. trade at Kim-
berley,. Sguth Africa, which means illicit
diamoad buying. About six years ago Lar-
nach was nabbed for shooting a constable,
und he got a life sentence. There was no
eage agaiost me, and having lost my pariner,
I cencluded to give up the business. I came
" down 1o Cape Town, where there was a
woman I thought a gcod ‘bit of—"

“ Ifad she not premised to marry ycur.
~ partner?” Baines broke in. ‘' You know. that
this is true and that it was you who be-
trayed Larnach to the police, and by so
doling egained immunity and freedom for your-
sell.”

“[ won't deny it,”. multtered Falkiand,
who was plainly taken aback. ¢ Have it
as you like. Anyway, Larnach was my bitfer
enemy from that time. I married his
sgectisrart, Sylvia Porter, and. we came
home to Jingland and took a house in the
Timlico district of London. - I had saved
encugh mongy te live on nicely. As for
tlie insurance, that was my wife’s idea, and
there was no intentias of fraud ahout it on
Yy puct. To go on, it was last September &

CDeard that Larvnaeh had e:eaped from the

Breakwater at Cape Town, and a fortnight
later I caught a glimpse of him in the
Strand. I knew he was after me, and to

get out of his way I sent my wife to Man-

chester—where she had a sisfer—and I wen$

“down to I'enruth.- But Larnach got on my

track and followed me there. The night of
_the storm, 'when I was yachting, he stole
a saill-boat frem the barbour and put out
to find me. MHe rav alongside the yachs,
Jjumped aboard, and tried to shoot me. Buf
1 got a grip of him first, and while we
were struggling the storm broke like a hurri-
cene. Over wenf the yaelt. The waves
washed us apart, acd the last I saw of Lar-
nach be was sticking to a spar that hap-
pened to come wilthin liis reach, I hung on
to the yacht, and I was pearly dead when I
was picked up towards morning by a vossel
that was bound from Liverpool to New
Orleans. I was carried to that port—it was
a long journey—and while there I read in an
English paper that I was dead aud buried,
and that my wife had claimed the insurance
money. I knew at once that Larnach had

managed somehow to escape and was put-

ting my wife up to the tirick. I had some
diamonds with e, sewed up in the ‘lining of
my clothes, and I sold these in New York.
Then T came h®me by a fast sfeamer. I had
grown such a heavy beard and moustache
that -I was unot afraid of being recogniscd.

! I took lodgings near my wiie both at Hyde

Park Mansions and in the Waterloo Road,
and I fearned a good bit about her plans.
But she gave me the slip in the end, and
saited with Larnach in the Yarrimoo. [
followed on the Azlec, hoping {o get 1o
Melbourne ahead of them. You know the
rest, Mr., Bruff. I was sure that you wera
a detective, and that you were after me. I
was afraid you would spoil my game, and
that is why I tried to pitch you overboard.
I have told the truth, and I don't care what
comes of it. The law will give me a good
enough revenge.'’ :

Laraazh's conlession, made after the War-
rimoo reached- Melbourne, and when he and
the woman were lodged in gaol, was a cor-
roboration of the foregeing. '

In due course Larnach was sent back
to Cape Town to serve oul hix life sentence.
and Jem Tyler, alias Talkland, was con-
victed in Melbourne of an attempt to mur-
der DBaines, and was pubt away for a term
of years. |

TIHE END.

Next | ’e’ dventur I
of Carfax Baines : :
I THE CASE OF THE)
| KRYLOFF DIAMOND !
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@' o (Continued from page 14.) -

I'm still able to knock. people ‘down wotb
won’t be rcasonable.” | '
~Mr. Clifford locked -at him sharply.
“ Ts that intended as a threat?” he asked,
*“ Bless ver life, no, guv'nor!’” replied the
tramp. “ I dessay you <aun spare a couple
©' bob, can't yer?”
. “*No, I cannot.”.
. * Well, a bob, then.”
~ “ Not even a penny,” said Mr. Clifford.
“ I've told you once, and I sha'n't tell you

again, Get cut of here before I lose my
patience.” | e o @
“Io! 8o that's it, is it?”" exclaimed the

tramp coarsely. * Won't give a pore bloke
a penny! You'd best change yer 1ind, or
it won't tuke me long to swipe you one!”

“ That's enough!? sald Mr. Clifford
sharply. “I’Il give you just five seeonds
to get through that gateway. Now then—
look sharp!’? .

“ You—you—-"

The man let out a string of oaths, and
lunged forward at Mr, Clitford as he did
£0.” He was a powerful brute, and obviously
a bruiser of the most aggressive type. Mr.
CliTord was taken quite by surprise, for
he _had hardly expected the man to be
audacious enough to_attack him.

The tramp was enraged, and could sce that
nobody clse was present. . Since he couldn’t
get any money, he wanted the satisfaction
of relieving his temper. _

And Tullwood looked on, gloating.

“ Jolly good!"” he wmuitered. “ Now we'll
see somethin’! An” later on I'l tell all the
chaps that Clifford was fightin® with a
tramp! If the Head gets to hear of it,
the rotter-mizht met pushed out!”

- TFFallwood certainty did see something,

Mr., Clifford was zent reeling back, as oue
of the ruffian’s fists thudded into his chest.
The man followed it up withh another Iunge,
which would have caught Ar. Clifford on the
jaw if e had not dodged in the nick of time.

And then, in a flash, came the cuaunge.
~Mr. Clifford recovered himself with the
agility of a tiger. He crouched bhack,
elenched his fists, and then Iet himseclf go.
Fullwood stood looking on, breathless,

Crash! Crash! :

Quick as thought, 3Mr. C(lifford’s fists
lunzed out. The blows were real beauties,
and, although the tramp tried to znard bim-
gelf, he found it imnossible to evade these
deadly blows,

Oune of Mr. Ciifford’s lists caught him in
the jaw, avd the other arrived just as the
tramp was stoaggering  back. Ile was
cvidently as hard as noils, for the heavy
knocks did not bow!l him. over.

_ But he staggered, swayed, aud then re-
covered himself, I

“You—you blamed hound!” he snarled
furiously. . - _ . - :, ,
- He said a few-other things, too, and then
he came forward like a whirlwind., If was
his intention to knock Ar. Clifford into the
middle of next week., There was a mur-
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derous look in his eyes, and he didn't care
what happened. ‘

The sportsmaster didn't budge an inch.

He just stood there, waiting. That rush
was enough to swecep any ordinary man off
his feet. But Mr. Clifford had a smile on
his lips, and he seemed to be enjoying him-
self quite a lot,

Sinash! Bifl!

The pair met. But the tramp’s BElows were

. swept aside without the slightest difficulty.

And he way not merely a novice—he knew
quite a lot abont koxing. But, in spite of
this, e didn’t stand an earthly.

Mr. Cliffiord dealt with him as though hLe
were merely a naughty boy. And the two
blows which did get home were delivered by
Mr. Cliford himmself. And the tramp was
pulled up short in the middle of his rush,

{I¢ was practically lifted off his feet, and
he crashed over bazkwards, and lay cn the
cround, cursing violently. Mr, Clifford heng
over him, caught him by the scruff of the
neck, and yanked him up. '

** Ha:l erough, my friend?” he asked
smoothly. * You must think yourself lucky
that you're not given in cbarge. Now, then
—this way!”

With an exhibition of strength which fook
Fullwond by complete surprise, Mr. Cliftord
jerked the fellow forward, and a moment
latt:jr le was scnt reeling forth into the
road. -

He stood there, swaying drunkenly.

But he had had quite enocugh to convince
Litn that 1AIr, Clifford was:the wrong- cus-
tomer to tackle. One taste of those fists had
been.quite enough for the tramp. So lie con-
tented himself by swearing even more, P

Mr. Clifford made one move towards him.
The man fled. ‘

And, in the meantinte, Fullwood scuttled
across into the Ancient llouse. He entered
Study A, and closed tlie door. Then he sat
down in front of the fire, and lit a cigarette.

“We were wrong,”” he remarked. |
“Wrong?’’ said Guiliver. ** What about?”
“ Chifford,” said Fullwood. ** The beast
can box like a professional. I never saw
auythin' like it in my life! Xe’s a terror!”
“ What the dickens are you gettin’ at?”
asked Bell. | ‘ '
Fullwood explained, and his chunis listened
with great interest. They certainly had no
idea that in the near future they would have
reason to remeémber this apparently trivial
incident. , r et
CHAPTER VII. -
JACK GREY’'S TEMPTATION. .

. EGINALD PITT looked
- rcund the Remove
dormitory, and shook

his head.
“The silly ass will overdo
it—that’ll be the- result!” he
muttered, with a ITowi.

1’3 a poity idea, working late, and then
getting up -early.
L candle at doth endsl”™

You can’t burn the giddy
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He was much concerned about Jack Grey.

A day or two had passed, and Jack had

been slogging away for ali he was worth.
Every rainute of his time had been spent
with his books. He had been swotting with-
out o ringle breathing space.

Only the previous evening Pitt had noticed
that Jack was looking far from himself.
His cheeks were rather haggard, and he
looked generally pale. Ilard work is all very
well, but too much of it is liable to 'make
a fellow show the effects pretty plainly.

And now, while the rising bell was still

going, Pitt sat -p in bed and found that
his study chum was not present in the
dormitory. This could mean only one thing.

Jack was already at his work. le had
probabiy gone down to his study with the
first show of ‘daylight. It was a siliy thing
to <o, and Pitt meant to talk to him seri-
cusly. Tt was all very well to go in for
a scholarship—just for the the sake of the
henour—but there was no need to do this
Kind of thing.

Pitt dressed hurriedly, without sayma any-
thing to the other juriors.

'They were .not turning out yet. There was
always a minute or two of grace before the
Remove actually turned out. And by the
time the other; werc beginning to get
dressed, Pitt was just finishing his toilet.
lle hurried out, and went downstairs.

e tock a glance round the Triangle, and
a3 it was a fine, brisk, frosty morning, he
thought that Jack might. be taking some
exercise. If so, it wouldn't be so bad.

But there was no sign of anybody in the
Triangle yvet. So Reggie hurried along the
lemove passage, and turned into Study E.
Ile paused just inside .t.[le door, staring
blankly.

The clectric light was on, the blind waos
down, and the “at: nosphere felt chill and
stuffy. And there was Jack Grey, sitting in
the ochair before the table—sprawling over,
with his pale, drawn face resting on ‘the
circok of his arm.- -

“Well, I'm hanged!” muttered Pitt.

Jack was asleep-—he had dropped: off in
the middle of his work. And a soft, sym-
pathetic lcok came. into Reggie's eyes. He

et extremely SOITY for his overworked
chum

“Poor old chap!’’ he munrured
very well slang him for this. By jingo!
got scme determination!” . *

Pitt understood at once.

Jack must have got up very early indeed.
Fore-lie had come down,
to use the electric llrrht Possibly he had
_awakened at about fne, apd, with his mind
fuil of his woerk, he had been unable to get

“T can’t
He's

and had been obliged-
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to sleep again. So he had dressed and come

down,

Aund this was the result.

Pitt closed the door, went round the table,
and shock Jack by ¢he shoulder. |

“Come on, old sont” he said gently.
“This won't do, you know.”

Jack Grey stirred slightly. :

" Wake up—wake up!”’ urged Pitt, as the
other junior murmured something which
sounded like Greek. ** My hat! I’'m blessed
if youre not doing your giddy lessons in.
vour sleep! Wake up, you chump!”

Ie shook Jack even more vigorously, and
the latter raised his head, and gazed at Pitt
with listless, heavy eyes. There was some- .
thing about his appearance which I{f:rmw did
not" like at all.

“0Oh, hallo!”. said Jack weakly. “ Go
away, Re"gle-ml m—I'm busy! I must get
through these exercises——""

2 Blow the -exercises!"” 1nferrupted Pitt.
“ Rouse yoursell! What the dickens do you
mean by being here at this time in the

‘morning?"’

Jack seemud to awaken more fully, and
looked startled. ;

“ Morning?”’ he repeated dazedly. * Ob,
don’t rot, Regg:e' It’s mnot mornmg’ It's
only just eleven o c!ouk at night :

“My dear ass, you're still in the land
of drzans!” interrupted Tritt. ' It'Hl be

breakfast r1lee
tumbling dow

“It's not morning—it's not!'' said Grey
irritably. ““ Don't try to fool me, Reggie!
I—I'in not feeling quite up to the mark.
[ think it’s silly of you to make such jokes.
Look at the electric light——"’

- Ou, you needn’'t let that spoof vou,”
in Pitt. “ What about this?"”

He jerked the blind up sharply, and then
went over and switched off the light. Jack
turned and looked at the window in a won-
dering kind of way. Ie ecould no longer be-
leve t.lm.t he was bemg fooled.

“But—but I can't understand!" he mut-
tered. *“ I cam= dcwn here soon after the
fellows went to sleep, you know. I meant to
work . until about one o'clock. I—I must
itave been lere all night!”

Pitt glared at him.

“You madman!” he said severely.
that's -1it! Instead of going to sleep,
getting the rezt vou required, you turned
ount again and came down here. Of course,
you dropped off at. your work. And now you
feel stiff and achey and generally unit
There’s nothing like a good warm bed to
thoroughly restore the tissues—as Archie
would say.”
~(irey passed a hand over hiz brow,

“T had to come down—T had to!"” he muk-
tered anxiously. “* Haven't you heard abnut
Burnett?”’ |

** Burnett?"

‘““ He's one of the Coliege Hﬁuae fellows—"
-0h, yes,"' said Pitt. ““ A ratlier obscure
clnp-nwe: does .nuthmg. and - goes ahout
| in shabby bugs, What about him?"

oon, and the Remove is
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“ His people are awfully poor, I believe,”
sald Jack, * Anyhow, he’s in for +this
scirolarship, and he's swotting like mad.

Lots of fellows told -me that T shall have
to look sharp, or Burnett will wiack me."”

“Dou’t you believe it,)” declared Pitt.
““ There are a good few other entrants for
the scholarship, but they're mostly duds--
they're only doing it because their paters or
maters told them to. They haven’t got their
heart in the work, and thiey don't care a
tos;-. if they lose—"

‘I know—I bnow!”’ imnuttered Grey. *° Bub
Burnetf isn’t that kind. M. needs it! Don’t
you understand, Reggie. If he doesn’t win
the scholarship, he’'ll have to leave St.
Frank’s at the end of this terin. And he's
fighting with all his power to be on top.”

Reggle looked at his chuin curiously.

‘I say, why the dickens don’t you chuck
it up?” he asked frankly. You're haif kill-
ing yourself, and 4nhis scholarship doesn’t
matter twopence to you—your pater’s got
plenty of money. Why not drop out, and
let Burnett go in and win. He’s bound to be
on top if ycu stack off. And think of what
it'll mean {o himn.”

Jack Grey was silent.

lle couldn't tell .Reggie the truth—his
father had forbade him. But, actually,
the scholarshin meant just as much to him
as it did to Burpett. That's why he had got

into a kind of paanic, and was working so.

strenuously. Both juniors were in the sanie
position. They had to win ithe scholarship
to remain at St. Frank’s.

It was a fight—-a grimn battle for supremacy
—and oune of themn had to go under.  Jack
bad heard quite a lot about Burnett during,
the last few days, and he had grown to
fear the College Hcuse junior in no uncer-
tain way. For both the ¢untrants were work-
ing for a big, deflinite object.

But Jack had made a grave blunder. He
had not improved his chances hy working so
hard and burning the midnight oil. He had
undermined his health, and this all night
sleep on the table had done far more harm
than -Jack even dreamed of.

“ Why not give it up?”’ repeated Pitt.
“ 1t would only be decent—"
said Jack

“1I can't—I can’t!” despair-
ingly.. “ Oh, Reggie! You don't uunder-
stand! I've got. to win—I must!”

Pitt shrugged his shoulders.

“ Well, you know best, of course,” he said.
** Now, the best thing you can do is to come
out into tne Triangle and have a brisk walk
round. You must be as stiff as a. poher =

‘“ But—but I've got to work—-" -

‘““ Confound the work!’ snapped Regugie.

He seized Jack’s arm and hauled him up.
The weary junior rose to- his feet, took a
step. or two, and then swayed dimﬂv Be-
fore he could save himself, he staggered,
clutching at the table. Then he fell to the
floor with .a crash, and lay there.

“ Good heavens'” gasped Pitt. *‘ What
the—"" .

He paused, abso]ute]y alxrmed For Jack {
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Thiis nmionocle

' *‘ Oh, but—but I can’t!

.

had gone as pale as a ghost, and was strug-
‘Tllllﬂ' vainly to rise. He was shivering, too
And then, as Pitt tried tc: help him up, he

flushed ci#Lph

"“You—you igiot!” SJld Pitt, his voice
harsh with auxiety. ** You've overdone it
—-—-t.lmt's what's tihe matter! I'm blessed if
you're not in a iever!  No wonder—sleeping
in this icy room all u!ﬂ'hb long!”’ |

Undoubtedly, Juck {xrey was suffering
from tne effects of that foolhardy vigil.
Pitt managad to get himn into the easy-chair,
and left him there. Iie hurried out, and met
Archie Glenthorne in the passage.

“What ho, laddie!” suaid Archie gaily.
“TUp with the lark, and all that sort of stuff!
I mean to say, the morning was so dashed
bright that I simply had to leap out., Large
supplies of priceless energy. You know the
thing, old darling—that Kruschen feeling, as
it were. Flying over 'buses, and what not,
Pushing lLouses over——''

‘““8orry, Archie, but it’s no time for rot-
ting now!” mterrupted Pitt sharply. ** Just.
2o “inside and look after Grey, will you?
I'm off to fetch Mr. Lee. Don't let the asg
move out of his chair.” ‘

And Pitt rushed away. Archie adjusted
and gazed after him,

““Well, that, as it were, was somewhat
terse!’”’ he murmured. *‘'The old bean abso-
lutely fails to grab the treud. However, we
will see what there is to be seen! Abso-
lutely!”

Archie walked into Study E, and theu his

monocle dropped out of his eve. Ie stared
at Jack Grey blankly. g
“ But, dash 1t all!” he ejaculated. *1

mean to say! [t appears, old thing, that
the tissues are absolutely wilting! Pale
cheeks, and vast hollows beneath the optic
regione!V

*1—I'm all right, Archie!” murmured
Grey. - :
‘“ Absolutely not!” said Archie firmly.

“Why, my only sainted aunt! You'll par-
don the frankness, old sportsman, but you
look absolutely foul! I 1pean, the whole
bally system is abeolutely mthermfr'”
Archie did hiz best to- cheer the ailing

| junior up, and he was stiil engaged on this
task when Pitt arrived, accompanied by the-

Housemaster.  Nelson Lce was looking
rathier anxious. :
“ Come, .(irey, my- bm" lle s.ul geutly

““ What's the trouble?”

He went over to Jack’'s side and-gave him
a quick, keen examination. :

“Am I going to be ill, sir?’ asked Grey.

““T hope nof, my Hoy; bub you -are:cer-
tainly going- into thne school sanatorium,”
replied Lee briskiy. I shail not pumish yon
for your reckless conduct, hut I am very
annoyed with you. I admire a boy vpho-
works hard, Grey, but you have been very
foolish mdecd =

Jack had heard none of Lee’s last Words.

“ The—the sanatorium, sir!” he gasped.
It's 1mpossible, su*'

I've got to work for the scholarship—-o
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- 1b could without him.
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“ Good gracious, boy, don't you under-)
“s#land tecat you have weakened your whole
-gystem by this incessant toil?” asked Lee
sharply “ You- cannot possibly keeD
woing if vou do not have souud rest. You
‘ehall have it now, for I mean you fto
remain in the .&»funa.torlum until you are faily
‘-recovered.” - - :
- *t How—how long9”

- ““Possibly a-week,"” replied Lee ”rmel..
L% A week!” '\\hmpcred Jack l)rokeuh
*gh! Then—then I shall get behmd, and-
‘1 sha'n’t win the scholarship—-" :
---¢ You-: will nmever win-the scholarghip if.
you keep-on with-your work!” interrupted
-the ' Housemaster. *'1 am seading you into
the canatorium, Grey, so that you shall have
‘the” best  chance. Rest is- what you need—
and-rest is what you musf the‘tlli you are
vourself again. "Good gracious! If I ‘allowed
you to continue your studies you- would be
‘an utter wreck within a few days.

”le—wu think 1t, be“«t Gl o asked Jack.
“weakly. :

« 21 know ik is!"

And so, haif an hour Iater the tired Re-
‘movite -was tucked away in one of the
sanatorium beds in a deep slumber. Dr.
‘Brett had already examined him, - and he
was by no means optimistic.

“* You only just caught the lad in time,’
the doctor said to Lee.  “ Another day of
‘that kind of thing and the hospital would.
have héen the place for him. Not oniy is
his brain fagged, but hia whole system is]
weakened, And that might 1n ihe study

could easily lead to paeumoam

“* But you surely don't think |

““ Oh, no"f interrupted the dm,tor £ 'l‘he
_ youngster is as strong as they make ’em,
and 1 don’t fear amy complications. What
he needs is sicep and 1e5t—--aud then more
sleep and more rest. 1 don’t think he’ll have
anything worse than a simple cold.”

- Of coarse, the whole Remove was talking
about Grey's illness during the day. The
juniors were not very sympathetic, but there
was nothing surprising in this. Sahaolhms
are always somewhat camemptuom of ill-
mess—they regard i1t as a sigu 01 molly-
coddiing.

But T\e!son T.ee's treaunent Was Necessary. ;
~ After three days, Jack was more like ]um

self. He had recnve:ed rapidly. Sound slecp, !
and good food, had restored him in a won- |
And now hie began to chafe—
he felt that he was quite capable of con-
tinuing the ﬁﬂht It was nmduecg to remain
here.

. His cold ]md dexeloped and de paased It
‘Had pfoved a very simpie aﬂ:ur, as Dr. Brett
had intimated.

And, in the meantime, eueuta in the Re--
move had been going on very much as usual.
Jack wo. sadly missed on the football field,
but the Remove eleven had to do as well as

..~ Aad Burrett, the College Housc boy, was
I‘-'.rm,'nf' ashead. :
.He knew that this was his big chance. He

| Head in surprise.
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feared Greyv—he had known all along that
Grey was “almost -a cerbain winner. Bat
Jack's illness gave Burnett the chance tu
forge ahead.

Aad Burnett was forging.” He went al it
steadily—with grim determination - and per-
sistent effort, The result was inevitable.
At the {*nd of four davs he was confidcnt

that the scholarship was his—he was in «
winning poutmn ahead of all competitors.

But the spirib to win was still strouy
within Jack Grey., And on the fourth (lu:_.-'

he pleaded with Lee to let him up. He
almost had fears iu his eyes as he made tile
appeal.

And, as a re—sult-, the Head himself sent

for Jack Grey. He gave instructionz for tho
lad to get up and to come to hkis sfudy.
Jack obeyed - with alacrity. Hope wus
freshly alive in his breast.

‘Just outside, after dressing, he met Pitt.

‘*Oh, bhere you arc!” said Reggie. ** Huw
goes 1t7"
** 1’ feeling fine; absolutcly ia the pink 1’

repllcd Grey, “with the flush of health in lus
cheeks. * But I've lagged beliind, Reggie;
I'm horribly stale!™ -

“Then whky not chuck it all up

“I can't chuck it up—I won't!” said Jack
flercely. *“1've got no hope now—I'm dead
sure .ol it—but I'll put up a good fight,
Burnett's the chap who's geing to win Tthe

scholarship.”

Jack hurried off to the Heud's stu(h feyi-
ing that he had spoken the truth. Thére
was a strong conviction within him that his
owl (:]l-'.i[l{l't}:'i were completely gone. DBurneti
had receivced such a long start that he wus

| now on safe ground. All Jack's elfoits
would be uzeless. But he would try' _
Then he found himself in the Head’s study,

apd Dr. Statlord was looking at ium in «a

thoughtful, kindly way.
“ Well, my boy, how do you fcel now?”
he asked. .
“ Fine, sir, thank vyou,”” replied Jack.

“Mr. Lee says I'm quite recovered, and thuat
I can get back to work agaiu.

“’iou are still determined to make uu
eflort for the Lytton Trust Scholarship?”

““Oh, rather, sir!’ said Jack eagerly.
“1 don't suppose I've got much chance now,
but I'm going to work my hardest to win!”

“1 greatly admire your spirit, Grey;'" said
the Head kindly, *‘ it is the spirit that cou-
quers. You have my very best wishes, and
1 hope you will go in and win. DBut- you
have a severe task, and you must not over-
tax yourseif."

“I1I wom't sir,” said Jack ferventiy. “ I've
learned my lesson, sir, and I shall work hard
and take plenty of rest, foo—"

The door opened abruptly and Mr. Stcek-
dale -burst in. ,

“Dr. Stalford—Dr. Stafford!” he ex-
claimed urgently. ‘*Oh, I beg yecur pardon'
I did not know that you were engaged,

sir—"'
“ Wha lslb Mr. Stmkdalea

15 ]

inquired the



“1 wish you to <ome at once {0 Mr
Pagett's study!” said the Housemaster of
the College House. ** T think Mr. Puageti's
ii). I went there just now. and he is quite
unable to speak to me—-"" -

“Good gracious!” ejaculated the Head in
alarm. *“ I must go at once! Whatever ¢an
be tlre matter with Mr. Pagelt?”

They both hurried out of the study, the

Head mechanically closing ihe door behind
him. 1o his sudden anxiety. he seemed to
have overlooked the fact that Jack Grey
was there,

Jack hardly knew what 1o do.
Head finished with him? Would hie want to
speak to him again? The junior theught it
would be better to go, and he walked to-
wards the door.:

Then he paused. The Head would think it
peculiar, pernaps. He had better remain
behind for a few minutes, anyhow. MHe idly
gazed at the Head's desk. And then, sud-
denly, he started.

There, right before his eycs, he saw some-
thing which sent his heart jumping and leap-
ing. On Dr. Stafford’s desk lay a bundie of
papers, One look was sufticient to tell Jack
Grey that they were examination papers—
complete with all the answers to cevery ques-
tion and problem.

““The Lytton Trust exam. papevs!”
Jack., ' They're here!”

He stared at them in a fascinated kind of
way. He was alone in the study, and never
would get such a chance 28 this again.’ The
temptaticn was an overpowering one.

. A:ul Jack felt hiinself weakening -weaken-
ing!

gasped

. W e

CHAPTER VIIIL

THE TORMENT OF CONSCIENCE. :
EVER had Jack Grey

believed - that o

wouid have an op-

portunity of - secing
the exam. papers before the
actual day. Yet herc they
_ , were, placed hefore him =o
temptingly that the desire to peep at them
was almost irresistible,

It was cruel—this temptation.

And it was almost more than any normal
boy could withstand, even under ordinary
circumstances, But Jack Grey’s cireumstances
were different. He was behind with his work
—seemingly hopelessly hehind.

In all his young Ilife Jack had been
honourable and upright. Never had he de-
scended to any trickery or despicable con-
duet. Such a thing was utterly foreign to
his nature. '

But the
changed it.

Just for a minute or two he seemed to
go off his hiead. He didn’t know where he
was—he forgot all else except thosc papers.
The thought of Burnett had come into his
mind at first—Burnett, the boy who was

sight of those e¢xam,

papers

1

Had the

Ty
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‘“* Had enough, my friend ? ’* in-

quired Mr. Clifford smoothiy. *‘ You
must think yourself lucky that you’re
not given in charge.”

bonnd to win. But even Burnett had goue

now.
Jack felt that he had to look at those
answers. Knowledge 1s power—and he would

he dead certain of winning if he c¢ould anly
have this assistance. And he Lad to win!
It was his only chance of remaining in the

school.  Only for a second did he hesitate.
Then, feverishly, he {urned the papers

over, and studied thein, eoncentrating as he
iad never concentrabted before. Iresh aiter

 his long rest, his brain felt ten times more

active than usual. He felt a glow of triumph
surging through him. |

He mastered every question--and..memo-
rised the answers. - In that short spell he
obtained a brief but illuminating. mastery
of the whole examination questions. And
with this forbidden knowledge in his pes-

session, there would he absolutely no ques-
tion as to lLis ultimate success. -

He would beat Burett, after all!

Still the Head's study remained quiet.

And, as though to make doubly sure, Jack
went through the papers again and again.

 Then, as a test for himself he put the



papers in order, 2s he found them, and went
across to the window. He stared out un-
seeingly. '
His mind was fully occupied. Ile was run-
ning over the answers, and making sure
that he had. memorized them accurately.
There was not one that he was lhazy on. He
had mastered the lot.
. “Why, Grey, I had forgotten all abouf
}'du !u : _

Jack turned with a start—a guilty starb. |

Unknown to him, the Head had-entered, and
a sick feeling eame over Jack as he realised
that he might have beecn caught red-hahded
a few moments earlier. Buf the Head had
found him standing at the window, and could
suspecé nothing. - :

Jack was enormously glad that the light
was behind him—so that the deep flush on
his face was not apparent. He fought to
control himself, and . when lie spoke he
sounded ealm. | :

“I—I thought I'd wait till you came
back, sir,”* he managed to say.

“ Quite so, Grey—aquite &0,” replied the
Head. ** Well, T do not think you need wait
any loenger. Go ahead with your studies,
but do not overtax yourseli. That is my
advice. Do your best, lad, and I wish you
every suecess.'’ ' '

- The Head patted Jack on the shoulder,
and took- his hand. Jack felt as though he
would like to sink through the fleor. Al
he wanted to do was to escape—to get away.
For one horrible second- e was on the point
of blurting out his guilt. The Head’s kindly

attitude was like turning a knife in a
wound. ;

““ Thank—thank you, sir!” said Jack
thickly.

He went towards the door.

‘ Oh, just one moment!” said Dr. Stafiord.
‘“ Please don't spread any story that Mr.
Pagett is ill, Grey. Mr. Stockdale was
quite mistaken—Mr. Pagett was merely
caught In a kind of paroxysm. He suffers
severely from asthma in this celd weather.
He is much better now.”

“Yes, sir,” said Jack,
fleard a word.

He managed to get out, and his relief at
finding himself alone was aompletely. de-
_ stroyed a second later. For he had hardly
taken a dozen steps along the passage be-
fore he met Reginald Pitt. The latter was
looking eager and anxious. He looked at
Jack curiously, | _

“ All right?'’ he asked.

“Eh? I—J—" : €
On‘;,ﬁas the Head forbidden you to carry

“No—no!" gasped Jack, controlling him-
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an effort. ¢ The Head's told me

self with
that I can go on with the work——"

*“Then what the dickens are you looking
s0 dazed about?” asked Reggie, giving his

chum a clap on the back. ¢ There's one

thing for you to do now, old son. You've
got to go in and win! You'll do it, too.
By Jove! I admire your pluck! Get on to

the job, old son, and come cut with flying
colours!”’

“I'll try to!” =aid Grey huskily.

“Try?’" repeated Reggie. ‘ Why, you
don’t know your own capacity! You'il soon
make up for lost time, and then you'll beat
Burnett into fits. I know you, Jack, and
['m downright certain that you’ll ecore an
honouraby victory !

Jack winced. It was anotber turn of the
knife. An honourable victory! After he
had descended to the despicable crime of
cribbing! Somehow or other, the madness of
the whole thing came to him In a4 kind of
flood. '

He didn't exactly remember how he gofb
away from Reggie DPitt. He believed be
made some excuse about wanting to get
away by himself, so thav he could think
clearly about the work he had to starft on.

But he did get away.

And then the shame of the whole dreadful
thing came to him with sucn ferce that he
could have cried aloud with rercorse. And
now it was too late! 1t was done—lic had
committed an unpardonable sin.

If such a thing c¢ume out, he would be
shunned by all the others, he would be
despized and gazed upon with contempt. He
—he who had always held his head so high
in the school. .

Perhaps the truth never would come out!
Somehow, Jack seemed to have an idea that

everybody knew i, and he avolded any
fellows who seemed to be coming in dhis
direction.

It +was his own conscience ¢that was

causing the trouble.
He knew that lie had done wrong—with all
his heart and soul he wished that he had

not yielded to that sudden temptation. Yor

he knew the answers to all the ex-
It would be easy for
It was like

now
amination questions.
kim to win the seholarship.
betting on a cert.

And supposing he did win?

What then? Wguld lLe be able to enjoy
his victory? Ever afterwards, all through
his life, lte would remembe: this disgraceful
fraud. It would always be before his eyes

‘as an example of dishonesty and cheating.

He almost felt ill with the worry of it.

‘¢“ Oh, what made me be such a fool?” he
asked himself bitterly. * Some other chaps
might be able to do it—but I can’t! It's
tco mueh! I've been a cad—a miserable,
contemptible ead! If [ use this knowledge
I sha’n’t be fit to touch! I shall be out-

He was amazed with himsels.
. He could- not possibly understand what
msanity had come over him in the Head's:
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study. If he had been really decent he
wouldn’t have even glanced at the papers,
He would have turned his back, resisting
the temptation.

Yes, that was it—he was not decent—he
was nothing better- than a common cribber!
And this thought cauwsed Jack Grey @
pull himself together, and to hold his head
up onece more.

Of course, there was on'y one thing to be
done,

There was only one way out of this posi-
tion, and he would have to he brave and
take it. He would withdraw from the
scholarship! Only by doing that would he
be able to recover his self re:pect.

And, then and there—barely half an hour

alter he had made his terrible slip—he came
to this positive decision. He would stand
down. ' Burnett would go in &nd win.

It meant the end cf cverything for Jack.

All his hopes and dreams came tumbling
about his ears. At the end of this term he
would have to leave St. Framnk’s for good.
He would. go, -bidding good-bye to his
friends and the dear old place. But one
thing made him feel proud and pleased.

He would leave hionourahly.

1t was better to do that than to stay by
means of fraud. MHe could, at least be
happy and content: He would not have that
dreadful gnawing of conscience which would
be constantly with bhim if he used his un-
lawful knowledge.

And, having come to this decision, he felb
hetter. But what a fool he had been!

With his own hand he had destroved his.

last chance of winaing the scholarship and
ecarning the right to remain at St. Frank's.
But there was no other way out of the dif-
ficulty.

"Then another thought came to him.

What would he tell the others—how eould
he cxplain to Reggie? Grey was rather dis-
mayed for a few moments, until he thougnt
the thing out. He had just come from the
sapatorium, fresh and eager for work. There
were several days before the exam.—plenty
of time to get right into it again.

What would the juniors say when he told
themm that he was backing out? Jaek could
imagine their absolute astonishment. And
he shrank from making up any untruthiul
excuse. Unless he was very careful his one
dishonest aet—for which he was truly re-
morseful—would lead him into a4 morass of
lies. And the thought of that was rather
appalling, ] :

Then came the solution. _ .

He would go on with his studies—just the
same as though his determination was as
strong as cver. Ie would do the best he
could, and perhaps he would be able to re-
cover his own self-respect completely. And
on the very day of the examination he
would back out.

The evil moment would be put off until the
very last, in that way. On the morning of
the exam.’ it would be casy enough for him
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to say that he didn't fcel like it—that he
considercd his chance so slitn that he did
not want to carry un. Any excuse, in fact,
would suffice. Bubt to really go through the
exam. was out of the question—simply be-
cause he knew all the answers by heart.

Having made up his mind, Jack wenst
back to the Ancient Tlouse, and was congrat-
ulated by Handferth and De Valerie and
many others for getting out of the sanny
so quick. =

“And now, I suppose, you're going to
buckle to again?” asked De Valerie.

" Yes, rather,” said Jack.

“ That’s the idea—you'll win, old son,””
said De Valerie  ** This rest has given you
just the strength you require.”

Jack felt very bitter as he went into
Study E. De Valeric had been right. Me
Iad never felt more fit. And yet he would
have to work for nothing. MHe would work,
and there would be no reward. Well, it was
his own doing—so he couldn’t grumble.

There was no question that Reggie Piit
uoticed a marked difference in Jack Grey

~during the ensuing day or two. Reggle was

a shrewd fellow, and it seemed to bhim that
his study chum bad something on his mind.

But hoe put it down to the worry of the -
exam. And Pitt did not beizer Jack by
asking questions, or trying to pry into his
state of mind,

As for Burnett, of the College Ilouse, he
was still working steadily—with deliberate
cunergy. and determination, e kpew very
well that Jack would do his best to make
up for lost time. But Burpett believed that
he would win, Ile had the better chance °
HOW,

All the other entrants were not wortn
warrying about. They had merely put their
downr Dbheccause they had been in-
structed to do =o by their people. Their
hearts were not in the fight. It would be
a2 contest between Jack Grey and Burnets.
And the College lMouse junior- was still
anxious.

He knew that the Aneient House fellow
was dangerous—it would be ridiculous to -
think anything else, or to hope for an easy
victory. Burnett’s only chance of success
wus to stiek at it, as hard as he could
go.

And he stuck.

And then, at last, Jack Grey’s period of
worry and anxiety came to an end. In
short, the morning of the exam, arrived.
And even as he was getting dressed, Jack
came to a definite decision,

He had been thinking over it for some
time, and he knew that the only way tn
case liis mind was to confess his great fault.
In that way he would atone, and wash
out the stajin,

He wonld say nothing to the others, but
after sitting down for the exam., he would
nmake some excuse amd take his papers to
And he would tell Dr.
Stafiford the simple truth. 2

As for his punishment, he would take this -
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bravely., It wouldn't mean the sack—after
confessing, the Head wouldn't be so harsh
as that., Jack could not really picture
what the Head would do, and he didu't try.

He was very quiet when he came down-
stairs, _ ,

Nobedy thought anything of this, because
they knew what a great deal he had on his
mind. Even Reggic Pitt bardly spoke to
him, He did not want to worry the junior
at such an acute time.

-All those who had entered for the scholar-
ship were accommodated in a corner of Big
Hall, where they would be quiet and un
disturbed. And Mv, Langton, the Sixth®
Form master, would preside. .

Jack (rey took his place, his face firm and
set. Now that he had decided what to do,
ha felt strangely relieved, The papers
‘!w_ere placed in readiness on the desk before
um. :

It was not quite time to start yet, aund the
other entrants for the scholarship were talk-
ing together in o little group. Jack had no
doubt thut they were discussing -the chances
‘of Burnett and himself, and weighing up
which one would gain the most marks.

Idiy, and without really looking at them,
Jack commenced turning the papers over,
glancing at the difficult questions and prob-

i}ems. Then, suddenly, his attention became
ixed,
- He felt hirmself growing pale, and his

heart was thumping rapidly within him.
stared at the papers with amazement,
FFor he became aware of something which
well nigh swept him off his feet, and which
iuz:ut. a floed of cxeitement surging through
Fi(TY,
The exam. papers wete not Lthe same!

CIHHAPTER IK_.
HOPE RENEWED !

ACK GREY wondered if
he was dreaming.

What could it mean?

. Why had the papers
been changed? He knew that
he had not made a mistake,
for all these questions were
totally and absolutely different,

There was not one that. in
resembled the others.

Feverishly, he looked through them again
aud again. Thig exam. was of (uite another
character, . And he sat back in his chair,
and stared straight before him, thinking
hard.

Aund then a glimmering of the truth came
to him, :

He had not beer able to see it before,
because he had had no occasion to ponder
over the matter, The papers he had seen
in the Mead's study must have been the
papers connected with the previous exam.
for the Lytton Trust Scholarship, And in
bis excitement and madness, he had not
even noticed the date—even supposing that
§he paners had contained a date,. ;
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And hope sprang afresh into Jack’s breast.
I‘'or this meant that he was freed! :
There was unothing to prevent him going
He knew nonc of these answers,
aod was just as much entitled to enter,
for the scholarship as any of the others,

True, he had heen guilty of a dishonest
act, but he had repented of that. And what
he had seen muade absolutely no difference
to this examination, Ie suddenly felt that
the air was purer, and that life was sweetcr.

For now there was a chance for him.

And, on the spur of the moment, he made
up his mind to go in and win. Ile wonld
work his hardest, and do his very best.
Whether he would be able to beat Burnet
would be provad later. |

But Jack felt cnormously thaonkful for the
impulse which had urged him to continue
his studies. Ilz had not made a pretence
of doing so. During the lagt few days he
had worked hard, and had crammed his head
with all sorts of knowledge—kunowledge
which he had believed_weuld be unneecessary.

But now he would use it—and he only had
Burnett to fear. It would be a very cloce
ficht bztween the two. And there was no
doubt that the College House boy had much
the better chance.

Indeed, Jack Grey felt that he was fighting
against hopeless odds. The conviclion was
within him that Burnett' would Le the win-
ner. But there was a chance—a slim threatl
of a chance! And Jack caught at it as a
drowning man will clutch at a2 straw.

And such was his state of mind that he
started work, fifteen minutes later, with
every atom of his will power concentrated
on the difiicult task before him,

ile worked like one possessed.

He had uno kpowledge of the passage of
time. lle did not even know that others
were near him, 1lle became so absorbed that
he seemed to be detached, and far away.

‘Noises from outside which disturbed other
exam., workers, did not even penetrate to
Jack Grey's senzes. 1lle was in a world
apart. . And almost before he knew it, the
CXAM. Was OoVver.

He had been writing for hours—until his
hand was crampad. But every ouwce of

his honourably acquired Kknowledge was
packed into those :sheects cf writing. He
had done his best—and nobody could do

more than that.

* Well, old man, how did it go?"

Jack found Reggie Pitt beside him, and
he was hauled along to Study E, where he
came out of his trance. "ull realisation
of the truih came to him now, He had
done his utmost for the Schoelarship—and he
had performed nothing dishonourable. That
was the thought that thrilled him,

1 expeet you'll be pretty impatient untii
the result is announced, eh?” said Pitt.
‘* I think they post it on the board iy the
morning, don’t they?" - |

“ As_soon as that?" asked Jack eagerly.

“Yes, I believe so0,”" said Pithk. * The
Head's jolly sinart,. you know—he doedn't
in- wasting time. - - Anyhow, you



needn’t worry. The result will be Lumounced
sone time to-morrow, for certain.”

“ T think Burnpett will wm,” said Jack,
qumr.lv

“ Rats!” grinned Reggie. ‘‘ You'’re only
saying that because you want to kid your-
~elf. Bat I'd back you any day.
way you’ve been \mrkmg, it’'H be a down-
right shame if you don’t come out on top.”

“0Oh, I hope 1 :.lo win!”’. said Jack fer-
vently. :

Pitt regarded him curmush

“1 canm’t quite get to the bottom - of
vou lately, my lad,” he said, in a fatherly
way. ‘ Why sheuld you be so tremeundously
keen? Why have you. been making your-
self i1l over the blessed scholarship¥”

“1 told my pater I'd do my best
W‘tl I]

““ Yery likely, but that’s no reason why }0,1

to

After the }

{ —with joy expressed in every
1 features.

1 margin of one mark!

should work yourself to a giddy shadow!™

said Reggie., ‘- Hang it all, the scholar-
shnps not much . good to }ou, even if you
win it! You're safe, in any case. Your
pater’s got pots of money——"

“ 1 wish you wouldn’t keep talkmg about
it} interrupted Jack uncomfortably.

“ Good enough, old son, I’ll drop the
subject,” eaid Reggie. * And now, O one
of much learning, you can afford to slack
ufl‘ a bit. IHow about buzzing outside for

, little kick in front of goal?” 5

‘“ 0h, splendid!” said Grey cagerly.

Ile could find time.for a little football
practize now, and the healthy exercise .did
him- a world of good. But that evening was
an anxious time for him. And at night he
found it difficult to sleep.

Somehow or other, he dropped off at last
—ijn spite of a conviction that he wculd
remain - awake, tossing about until the
morniung.

As soon as ’che rising - bell sounded Jack
lecapt out ¢f bed. He felt rather heavy,
Lbut he was into his clothing almost before
anybody elso thought of leaving their beds.

Reggio Pitt fournd him marching disconso-
m-telv up and down the lobby later on.

‘“ I1t's not on the board yet!” said Jack.
“ T was lLioping timt the result - might be
out.”’

' After- brmhfm.t, said Pitt
cvheeriully. +

Until breakfast was ready, Jack ‘nmerefl
in tho region of the lobby and the notice
hoard. But he hovered in vain.: Then the
bhell sounded for breakfast. . As soon as the
meal was over, the chums of Study E were
the first out. L

They made a rush for the lobby, and
Reggie Pitt gave a whoop as 'he saw a fresh
potice on the board.

“ It’s up!” he yelled. -

Jack Grey came to a halt, hLis face flush-
ing. Somehow,. he :dared not approaclt the

I mpect %

board-—ha feared to see what the result |

was. But Pitt was there, and he gazed at
the notice, suddenly c'a-.l-m;'i]:le turned, and
lobked abt Jack thoughtfully. |

‘- Fuet think of-it!” ha exclaamed T Only
one: mark less!” ) - .

CE—

| knew youd win,

e d
““ Then l?ve lgst"’ sald JaCk in ‘a’ W]ilSpEI‘-

The world seemed to stop turming.®

“ Lost"’ grinned Pitt. “.Why, you ass,
you'va won! Burnett’'s second—with one
mark less than your total! My hat! What
& near thing! Tho closest fisht for years!”

Jack Grey ran up to the notice board, and
gazed at it with pride gleaming in his. éyes
line of his
Yes, it was true enough! :
Iio had beaten Burnett by the mnarrow
All the others were
nowhere, as the sehool had expected. Jack

| found that Pitt was wringing his 'h.uid a.ncl

clapping him on the back.

‘** Congrats.,, old man!” gaid Reggie de-
hg,htrediv “1 was trying to spoof you just
now! This is g,re-atrﬂabsoluteiy topping! I
but I hardly thouﬂ‘ht 1t
would bhe such a narrow squeak!”

Jaeck was looking very serious now. .

““ What's 1=.-mng‘?” demanded Reggie.
“ This is something to be pleased about, you
ass! Don’t bo down in the mouth—=" °

““ 'm thinking about Burnett!” inter-
rupted Jack slowly. * I say, what a rtotten
shock for him! Just one mark, you know!
{.l'por_ chap! I--I feel awfully cub up about
im:*? - - - e il B

“ You roft ass!” chuckled Pitt. * There
was ouly one who could winy and we're
naturally sorry for the loser. ‘After all, . it
was ohly a fight between the two of you.
¥ou couldn’t both come out on top.’

And thenr Jack found himself being con-
gratulated by all the rest of the Inmove.
who had come erowding up.

Ha hardly knew whether he was on his
head or his heels. And then, in the middle
of tlie cxcitement, somebody told him that
there was a ]ettm for him in the rack.

He hadn’t even thought of looking there
this morping; his mind had been too busy
in other dircctions. la quickly went to the
rack, feeling sure That t.hﬂ letter wnuld be
from his father.

He was right. Thoe envelope, Wa,s ‘ad-
dressed in Sir Crawford’s strong, broad
writing. Jack had been hoping for a letter
a day or two earlier, for he had been sure
that -his fatber \wuld send him some words
of encouragement.

Now, of course, it was too late-—the exam
was over, and the result was known., But
pevhaps Sir Crawford had been too busy to
write before.. Jack took the letter to Study
E, and was glad that none of the 0the=rs
]md followed him, Iin rlppcd open the
flup cagerly.

And then he sta.:ed Tncked a.way be-

—
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tween the double sheet of notepaper were
thres pound notes. Jack gazed at them' in
wondetr. Under the circumstances, he failed
to understand thow. his father could afford
guch 4 handsome tip.

INe commenced reading the letter. Then
fiis cyes sparkled and pleamed. His face
became flushed, and he stood there, fairly
quivering with intense excitement.

““My goodness!” he murmured. ‘' Ii's—
it's impossible!”’

Eagerly, feverishly, he
throutvh again,

V&Eﬂ "' hlessed!” he gasped.
like readmg out of a book! It’s too amazing
to be true! Hurrah! Dear old dad! What
n tarrific load off his mind!"”

For the third time Le read the letter.
It was mot particularly long, but the in-
formaftion it contained was of extraordin-
ary interest.

letter
s 1t's

read the

; ; “ Grey Towers,
My Dear Jack,—I
deriul news for you.

Wayling, Berkas,

1ave the most won-
is quite impossiblo

to go into any debails in this letter, and
coven if I did so, you would not be in-
terested.

‘* Since you wera at hc:me, a very greab
change has .taken placé in our fortunes.
_WEthmlt- going into exact facts, I can
nevertiheless tell you that the very specu-
lations I feared would %dring about my
ritin, have brought greater fortune than
ever. [ cannot tell you how this has taken
place, but the simple fact remains that
my financial worry is at an end.

* With regard to the schelarship, if you
feel like going ahead, by. all means do so,
but it is not at all necessary now, from a
financial point of view, You may, of course,
pleasa yourself. Perhaps the examination
has already taken place. I have hbeen so
busy that I have not taken particular
notice of your recent letters. If the exams.
have been theld, I hope ycu have won, if
only fer the honour.

““ The enclosed trifle mav come in useful
to you, as I know you have heen rather
short of pocket- -money of late.

- "1 shail write you again withia a day or

two, giving further news. ‘Thank leaven
this change hus come about. You cannot
imagine what relief it is to me. Your
future is assured, and you need not worry
your young ‘head any further,

Coak “it: ..l.” m}r l@",f 1!}1"‘ ﬂﬂlectiﬂnﬁto

“ TATHER.”

It Wwas scarcely gurprisinz that Jack Grey
was almost lifthd out of himself.
of this nature wfas the very last thing in

A letter !

ey
il
-
(]

inquired Reggie.

the world he had expected. Me had takea
it for granted that his father's fortunes
were at the lowest possible ebb, and that
there was no chance of their recovery.

But now, all in a flash, the whole situa-
tion was changed. the apart from the
scholarship, Jack’s own future at St.
I‘rank’s was safe. All the clouds had
cleared away, snd the horizon was bright.

And he was stiil feeling rather dazed by
the sudden =zhock, when Pitt entered the
study. He saw Jack’'s flushed and excited
face, and regarded it with astonishment..

“ Why this thusness, O excited youth?"
““In ofher words, what’'s

the meaniug of the red visage and the
elittering orbs?”’

““ 've had a letter—from home!” gasped
Jack.

And then, in a flood, he fold Pitt all
about it.
- Well, I'm jiggered!" exclaimed Reggie,
at  length, “*“I wondered why you
were looking as though the huppiness of
Arcadia had descended upon you. Why the

ditkens didn’t you tell me all this before?’’

‘1 couldn’t. The pater made me promise
not to tell anybody.”

“ That’'s just like
Reggie. ** lle might
ception of me, anyhow. Jack, old man, let
ma -congratulate you -again! You've won
the scholarship, and everything's “all right in
fhe place where the roses grow round the
door!”

And Jack Grey sabt down, feeling that all
this was Ttather too much for him. His
froubles were completely at an end.

And then—bthen he thought of Burnett,

—— i il

CHAPTER X.
CETTING 1T OFF HIS CHEST.

paters!” exclaimed
have made an ex.

—— URNETT was walking
g, - disconsolately  aboug
I -y the Triangle.
~ Jk Ile was a quiet-

logking fellow, and he was so
unobtrusive as a general rule

" that notody knew much
about his existence. He had entered for
the Lytton Trust Scholarship with a grim
determination to win, for this was his oaly
chance to remain at the old school.

And now the skies had fallen,

By one mark he had been bealen, and
tho.prize had been snatched away from h:m
It was little wonder that Burnett was feel.
ing E}Ette-r. and almost sick with disappoint-
ment.

If he had been weak, bhe would hava
gobbed with the very misery which filied his
being. Ile had been beaten on the post—
by a boy wbo didn't regquire the financial
benelit .of the scholarship at all. That was

what made this. defeat 30 terribiy hard to
bhear.

But Burnett !\ept a stiff upper lip. o
was a plucky feliow. He smiled when othor
feliows him. He raid

sympathised with



that the hest man had mm, and it wasn't
for him to kick up a fuss.

But Burnett was in the deptlh of despair.
- Jack Grey came out in the Triangle, and
_found the College House junior starlmg un-
seeingly across the playing-fields. And then
Burnett turned, and caught sight of his
suecessful rival.

He came over at ounce, composing ]nmself

‘“ Hallo, Grey!" he Sd.ld with an effort at §

_eheeriness. 'Lonwmbulatmm! You whacked
me by a jolly narrow margin, but it was ail
fair and square. Good luck! 1t was a decent

fight.”
*“Thanks!” said Grey, as he took the
other junior’s hand. “ It’s very decent ofi

you to take it like this, Burnaett Lots of
fellows would have Peen quite different.”

*“*I hope I'm not a cad,” said Burnett
quietly, ** I'm mot going to be a hypoerite.
¥m downright sorry I Tost. And I'd have
given .an)thmrr in the world to beat you.”

““ We were both fighting as hard as mails,
said Jack smiling. ‘1 dc:nt mind t—EHIHF
you, Burnett, that it meant ever}‘oluunr to
me, too. j‘}unﬂa weren't quite as they
should be at home and I should have had
- to leave St. Frank’s at the end of this term.
Queer, isn't it? And now, after winning
the scholarsliip, I've had a Ietter from the
pater, sa¥ing that evervthing is 0.K.”

Burnett looked at him, “and seemed to
EW a]lc}w something.

I wish I could =say the *:llllC' * he mut-
_te:ed

" What

“0h,

do you mean?’
nothing !

“ Aren’t your people—I mean, won’t. you }

be able to stay after this term?
want to pry into your affairs——"

* Oh, 1t's noihing,”” said Buvrnett, his voice
shaking, and his face pa'e with misery.
* Everybedy will know soon. Yes, I <hall
have to leave. And I wus Lopmg against

I don't

‘hope—— Oh, but what’s the gcod of growl-
ing? I'm nothing but a beast to do that!

I don't want to make ycu uncomfortable,
(irev. The bheszt man won, and there’s an
end of it."”

Jack Grey clenched his fists.

“\To, that's not an end of it!” he said
”Im*l}

*I—I den't understand———" '

“ You'll understand scen, Burnett,”” inter-
rupted Jack, " Don’t worry, old (*lmp The
.sun’s shining for me, and it’il soon be shin-
mg for you, too. Therels no reazon why we
" shouldn’t ‘both be happy.”’ ‘

" He walked off, leaving the College House
fellow in a
a vagua fecling that
to happen.
decision.
‘He made iis way straight to the Head-
‘master’s -studv, and tapped ut the .door.

" Come in!” came the Head's deep voice.

Jack Grey ent;cw*ed and the Head rose to
liiz feet.
- ‘* Ah, my boy, I mte»nded "-»LIHIIH"’ for you'
“later on,” he exclaimed “armly “* Splen-

something was going
Jack had come t{) a sudden

state of wonderment—and mth-

-

| neck tussle,”

i /// i |

‘¢ Well,
Pitt. Jackwasaslaep Hehaddmpped
- off in the middle of his work. And a

P’m hangod"" muttered-

saft, sympathetic look came into
Hegg:e’a eyes. He felt extremely
| sorry for his overworked chum.

‘you came
Ycu have done
Grey—although .Burnett ran you a
second. It was almost .a neck and

sir, said Jack. “ It was
ship that I wanted to
my - pater was i

did! In spite of your illness,
through with fiying colours.
well,
cloze

“*Thank you,
abaut tha scholar
speak. When I entered,
rather a bad. ma)—ﬁnarncmlly I mean,’

“Al, to be sure!” said the Head sym-
pathetu,ally ““ When I saw your anxiety I
had a slight suspicion of that nature, . I
rather fancy that. Burnett's parents .are
somewhat shailarly placed. I feel - sorry
ifor the lad.”

‘““Yes, but it's all right, sir!” 9..11(1 Jack
cagerly. “You—you see, my pater’s ure-
cowereci his fortunes. Look——JusJ;-. Jook .ab
this letter, sir!”

Jack handed over the glad letter, and the
Head reaxd threugh it with interest. Then
he hamnded it Dbaeck.

“1 am indeed pleased that your father
lhas got over his troubles,” said I]r. Staf-
ford. It deligats me to know——

“But I dow’t mean that, sif,” inter-
rupted Jack quickly. ‘* Pon’t ycu see? I
Il right in aay -ease—I'm safe. Now that
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the pater’s gob plenty of money, I shall
stay at the school. But Burnett's pe(sple
woli't be able to keep him here after this
term. The scholarship means n{}tlun-r“ to me
now, but everything to him.” -

The Head nodded.

“*1 quite appreciate that. my lad—amnd we
must regard i% as one of life’s liitle ironies,”
he said gently ** I must confess tlmt I do
mot sec what you are driving at

“ Why, the scholarship cught to go to
Burnett, sir!” said Jack qmculv "Cﬂuldu‘t
—couldu't you arrange something, sir &

“ Good gracious! Are you suggesting that
you should give up the prize?”

** Yes, sir,”

“ But, my dear boy, it is impossible——"

“Why is if, sir?" urged Jack. “ I can
give it up if I like, can't 1Y I want you to
award it to Burnatt instead. It'll send him
into the seventh heaven of delight.”

The Head patted Jack on the shoulder.

“ I admire your generous motives, Grey,”
he said kindly, ‘* At the same time, 1
cannot sce my way clear to acceding to wm*
request. It is quite cut of the questmn

“ But I don’t feel I ought to Take it, sir!”
burst out Jack.

¢ What in the world do you mean?”

“It weuldn't be right, sir,”’ went on
ogack, the words tumblmf‘r over one another.

v Buru(,tt. put up a straizht, honourable
fight—and 1 didn't! I cribbed! I—"
““Stop!” commanded the Head sternly.

L Wlmt is- this you are telling me? If what
you say is true, it will mes.n a re-examina-
tion.’

“ Please et me tell mu, sir!"" pleaded the

junior.
And, before the Head could stop him,
Jack related the whele story. He explained

about the exam papers—he related how he
hiad made up his mind to confess all—he

told the Head of Lis amazement and joy
when he found that the actual exum. papers
were different.

““ My boy, I hardly know what to say,”
exclaimed Dr. Stafierd, at length. “I ad-
mire your courage and your hnueatw in tell-
ing mc of this—fcer you are under no obliga-
tion to do so.”

I had to get it off my chiest, sir!”

“ Strictly speaking, yon have committad
no actual offence—since you only looked
answers wiich were open to anvbedy,”
the Heag. ““Yeu must not think, Grey,
#hat T should leave siueh important docu-
mentss as the Lytton Schelarship examina-
tion papers on - my desk. 1 hardly Eknow
what to do.” )

“ Can't you award the zcholarship to Bur-
pett, sir?”

** Under all the carvumatnnce:
adbere to my original decision,”
‘Head. * You have been so frank, Grey, and
I am sure that ycur remorse was .so wem:inﬁ

said

I must

~~—that - T shall accept this confession as
strictly confidential. Indeed, I am proud of
you. You have shown me quite plainly:

at

replied the

that you are honourable and honest. I
siiall not punisht you in any way. Your con-
fession has absolved - yvou entirely. You I.ave

atoned fer your moment, of temptaticn.”
“Thank you, sir,”” said Jd("k fervently.
“IF it will ple.:use vou greatly, I will om-
ncunce te the school that ycu wish to
renounce all rights to- the scholarslHEp,” coa
tinucd the de ** You are the winner,
and 1 cannot make any alternation. But it
vou withdraw completely, it will natirally
mean that the second bowf on the lj,ut re-

ceives the benefits of the schelarship.”
‘“Then—then you'll do it, sir?” shouted
Jack joyfully. |
“In that way—yes,@ said Dr. Stafford.

“But it would be quite impossible for me
to anncunce Burnett as the winner. I must
tell the school the truth—that you wish
to renounce your rights.”

“ J—I wanted it to be deme quielly,

8if

“That is not possible,” inberrupted the
Head. ' Good grauous' It 1 gave Burnett
the scholarship without any fﬂ:plaml.tlﬁn the
school would assume that I had made a
blunder, or that I had discovered sometling
discreditable concerning yourself, No Grey.
I have- told you how it can be don-e, and you
most azrees to that, or not atv all. It is
cnly rlght that. you chould have the credib
for your w.v.f{,'tderfuli} genereus m.wrmc»“ o+

“ But there is nothing in it, sir

“ There is everything in it, Grey." inter-
rupted Dr. Stafford. *' You cannoi teil mo
otherwise. *“ Quite apart from the financial
aspect, it is a great honour for any Loy o
win this scholarship. I admire you—I am
proud of you. With regard to your moment
of weakness, I have forgotten it

Jack felt rather a lvmp in his thiroat as
he went out ¢f the Head's study.

“ What a brick!” he muttered huskily.

He didn't seem to realise that there was
another brick, too. And then, even beiore
lessons began, the Head made his hir au-
nouncement. It came as a great surpriss
to the school.

As for Burneft, hes could hardn’ beiieve
that he was not lnmﬂ in a dream, Tears of
joy came into his eyes as he thanked Jack—
who felt extremely uncomfortable over tne
whole business,

And nobody tlicught the less ¢f Burnett
because of his emcotion. The College House
junior told thke whole truth—he saw no
reason why he shiculd keep it back. In faet,
the story of Sir Crawford Grey's lost fortuue
came out—to siy nothing of the story of
its recovery.

And Jack Grey was the hero of the lhiour—
as he tlmrouﬂhlv deserved.

TFrom every point of view, the matter had
ended - %ttlkfcict(}l'll'i, and- there were at
least two juniors in the old school who felt
that life was indeed worth living.

\ THE END.
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PLUCK &2,  2°!
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BRIGHTON & SOUTH COAST RAILWAY
EXPHESS LOCSMOTIVE.

4-4-0 No.55. Rebuilt. Class B.A4.

. fhe engine illustrated ou the photo card supcr-heater is ftted, and the boiler, 5 [E,

given away with this number is. No, 53,
“shown as ‘rebuilt. The heaviest and fastest
trains on this railway have been workede by
cugines of the 4—4—0 -type, untii the traing
became so heavy that the large tank en-
gines of the 4—6—2 and 4—6—4 types were
emploved. This engine, No. 55, was bhbuilt
about twenty-two years ago, being designed

by the late Mr. R. J. Billinton, the then

locomotive - superintendent, but has recently
]tgeen rebuilt by his spn, Colonel L. B, Billin-
LG . "
© Az - originally - built, the:ze
weighed, without the tender, but in working
order, 51 tons 10 c¢wt. The cylinders, 19 in.
diameter, with a piston siroke of 26 in., were
inclined 2t 1 in 9.5, and had D slide valvee.
The diamaters of the bogie apd driving-
wheels were 3f6. 6in. and G ft. 9 in. respect-
iveiy. The boiler preesure was 1801b. per
square inch. S .
As rebuilt, thesc enginea have cylinders
20 in. by 26 in., and a new cylinder casting,
with piston vaives of a special type, is fitted,
and so arranged that practically all the old
valve gear can be used. The diameters of
the bogi® and driving-wlcels remain as be-
fore rebuilding. The new boiler is identical
with that usced on the ** Mogul” engines,

locomotives

3in. in dicmeter and 12 ft. 6} in. long, works
at & pressurc of 180 1b. per square inch,
The total heating surface is 1,294.4 sguare
feet. Two Ross patent “ pop " safety valves
are provided on the fire-box, and the Com-
pany’s * Top Feed ' apparatus for supply-
ing the builer with water, together with a
hot water injector and a Weir pump are
also fitted, the latiter being situated on the
left-hand side of the engine. A large and
eommodious cab, with roof extending well
over the footplate, affords- the engine-man
and fireman ample protection from rough
weather.

The tender has a capacity of 3,600 galions
of water, as compared with the former 3,000
gallons, and 4 tous of coal are carried. The
weight of the engine is now 58 toms 1 cwt.;
and that of the tender, 39 tons, 5 cwt. The
length of the engine is 33 ft. 4% in., the ten-
der being 21 ft. The total length over all is
56 ft. Sin.

The L.B. & S.C.R. main line is not an easy
cne; there being many stiff wup-grades,
junctions, ete.,, so that an engine, with
plenty of adbeston weight, is required. This
locomotive has undergone extensive trials,
and sucli good results have been obtained
that oth rs will be similarly reconstructed at

and the fire-box 1s of the Belpaire type. Al the company’s wprks at Drighton.

Fditorial Announcement.

My dear Readers,—Thoze of my chums who
reinember the excellent serles of boxing
stories featuring Earnest Lawrence a vear
or two azo will welecome with delight a
complete boxing story by the samé author
introducing the Boys of St. Frank’s and the
new sports master, Mr. Harold CCiifford.
This is comimg next week and is entitled
“THE BOXING UNKNOWN!" Added to
the thrills and excitements of the Ring,
there is a splendid mystery running #hrough
this sbory which keeps one absorbed to the
last page. )

A CLEVER SPY STORY.

1n the Detective Story Section. T am givin
vou two more [irst-rate, couiplete deteciive

stories. The first, another Scotland Yard
romance, entitled “A MEETING © OF
GREEKS!” is an exceedingly clever spy
story of the time of the late war. My
mneaders need no reminding that our late

enemies were past masters in subterfuge and
worming their ws=y into high places in order
to secure secref information about our plans.
Eut our own Sccret Service, containing some

&1 the

of the best brains at Lhe Yard, allowed the
ex-Kaiser's henchmen <enough Ilatitude to
enjoy a sense of false security, and then our
enemies suddenly awoke to find that, subtle
as they were, our C.I.]D. men were more than
a ma.ch for them. Tie other story, “ THE
CASE CF THE KRYLOFEF DIAMOND!”
introducss once more the famous detective,
Carfax Baines.

WHERE YOU CAN VIEW OUR PRIZE
ENGINE.

With rezard to our Prize Engine, com-

petitors will he interested to know that this

splendid working mode! will be exhibited @at
“Model Engineer’” Exhibition, Horhi-

{cultural Hall, London, from January 5th to

12th, It will be shewn by Messrs. Bassett-

Lowke, Ltd., on their stand, No. 22, At the
same time this celebrated firm of model
engine makem show some other fine

examples of their work. I hope that every
reader wio can will visit this exhibition.
Your sincere friend,
THE EDITOR,
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“TWELVE GUINEA” M[IDEL STEAM ENGINE

MUST BE WON

IN A SIMPLE AND ATTRACTIVE

'STORY VOTING COMPETITION

—— —_—

Readers experiencing any difficulty in obtaining back numbers of THE

| NELSON LEE LIBRARY in connection with this Competition can
" obtain them from the Back Number Dept., 7/9, Pilgrim Street, Ludgate
Hill, E.C 4, for 3d. per copy, post paid.

THE COMPETITION

began.in the December 16 issue, and ends with issue dated January 27, when a list of
the seven St. I'rank’s stories to be voted for will ‘appear on a coupon.

All you have to do 1s to place the tigures 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, or 7-in the blanks
provided on the coupon against the titles of the stories according to.how Yyou
consider they rank in order of merit, putting the figure 1 against -the story you
like - best, the figure 2 against the .,tory you like zecond best, and so on. Where
you like two or more ErtQTIE‘w equally, place ‘the same numbers agalﬂ.t them accordmg
ta their position with the other stories.!..

All the lists will be totalled, and from this a comparative list will be drawn up,,-
representmg the general votmg of all competitors. The competitor whose individual
voling most nearly corresponds to the general mtmﬂ' will be declared the winner.

IMPORTANT!—A amall coupon, bearing title of story and daté of issue, will appear’
every week during the competition, usually on the back of the “ Answers?’ tag.
This week it will be found at the foot of page 23 of the book. These small coupons.
must be cut out and enclosed with the final voting coupan.

- Competitors may. send in as many attempts as they like, provzded each attempz i8 .
~accompanied by the required number of coupons. vt e olf

THE PRIZE.—A scale wurkmg model of M.R. Express Loeomotwe, commete with
Rallvqy Track.

IT IS NOT A TOY' It is a mechanical reproduetion on a reduced scale of one. of.

. England’s finest- Jocomotives, made by the leading mechanical model makers in this

country-—Messrs. Bassett-Lowhke, Ltd. [t will be on exhibition this weell at.
E. G. Butler’s, 134, Kentish Town Read, N.W. . ,

—— RPN s e e A e e e o e S M £ E P s T,
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BOX[NG - The Best boys’ paper on 5 RACING -
“ the Market, '

THE BQYS’ REALM 2d.
This Weel:'s 'Feaf*urés o | '.
THE STUNT HUNTER e Nintor Taank. ;

'THE GREATEST GAME." ATerzgfootnt
FIGHTFNG DAL BROUGHTON A?l‘a¢:rf.ox|ng.

el R LF

MANY OTHER FINE SPOHTING
“-~ ~~ STORIES.

ADVENTURE(| - - 4 ~ . || FooreaLL

(Now on Sale.)
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]pur% lfrmn 2 to 5 mrh]m 1}1::1:-:;“3 ix\;th far Ir tter § delighted! Great - Fun! (. HU(:IILS‘- 15, Woml
tealth. Send p.c. ‘o-day Ior particularsg,- and our Street;” Edgbaston, Birmingh -

£100 guarantee. to Enquiry Dept A MNPt AT,  ld

Siroud Green:=Road,s London, t N.4. - = <= 20 n Don't BeBHllled!;';‘}.';{“ the “on-

Japanes
Art of Seli-Defence without “ eapnm For small boy;

YOURS' FOR 1/~ ONLY,|| 3% (i il few £
Lessons, or 3'6 for Large -Portion -of Course,—

This handsome filll-sized ‘Cient’s Dept” N.L., School’ of Jujltsu' 31, Golden

Lever Watch sent upon recemt
of 1/.."After, approval send.1/=_ Square, Regent St.. ‘London, W.1.

more; thé balance may then be” 100 ft.  Sample: 1,6
paid by 6- monthly instalments FILMS CHEAP 3 post f]"l"'dlps{;a]%]p
of 2/=-each, *ﬂuaﬁ*anteeGSyears. for + list> Ra.dm 2 - 1"111115, 34 Church
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g{IRB?BStﬁ SETS : S}mplegg i Besl: I“aml
MONEY MACHINE. Startling, ingenious, amaz- eapest sets And-parts Ior beginners. us,
:mgqpuzzlﬂ greatesi. HoaxX yet. Sece your friends | Catalogue Free, Desk * G{_r Dean Trading GD “p |
eves protrude and their ears wag while you, uncon- | 94, Drayton Avenue, West Ealing, W.13. - - .
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